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GARRY GRAYSON 
SHOWING HIS SPEED 


CHAPTER I 
Tue Rock PLuncsEs 


‘<THE only thing I hate about summer is that 
it goes too quickly,’? remarked Garry Gray- 
son, as, clad in a bathing suit, he sprawled on 
the turf outside a tent set up a hundred yards 
from the shore of Bass Lake. 

‘“‘Some fellows are hard to suit,’’ drawled 
Bill Sherwood, who lay on his back with his 
cap drawn over his eyes. ‘‘You’ve been loaf- 
ing here for a month, and yet you’re not satis- 
fied. You’d better go to the Sahara Desert 
where it’s summer all the year round.”’ 

“‘T’m not quite such a sun-hound as all that,’’ 
rejoined Garry. ‘‘But we’ve been having such 
a bully time here that I hate to think of break- 
ing camp.”’ 

‘““There’s one thing that ought to make it 

a 


2 Garry Grayson Showing His Speed 


easier,’’? put in Ted Dillingham. ‘‘That is that 
fall is coming and fall means football in our 
young lives. It does in yours, anyway,’’ he 
added somewhat mournfully, ‘‘for you’re on 
the regulars. As for me, I’m a lowly scrub and 
don’t count.”’ 

‘“‘Cheer up, Ted, old boy!’’ adjured Nick 
Danter, giving Ted aslap on the back.’’ 
After the way you played last year they can’t 
keep you off the first string this season.’’ 

‘Right you are,’’? agreed Garry. ‘‘I hear 
Benny Knapp is not coming back to Lenox 
High this fall, and I’ll bet Mr. Phillips will 
pick you for his job at halfback. You and 
Rooster and Nick would make a dandy back- 
field.’’ 

‘You talk as though Nick and I had our 
positions cinched,’’ observed Rooster Long, the 
fifth member of the party. ‘‘The coach may 
have different views.’’ 

“‘Swell chance!’’ muttered Bill. ‘‘I can’t 
swallow that.’’ 

‘*fSee if you can swallow this,’’ said Garry, 
as he tossed a clod of turf so deftly that it 
landed squarely on Bill’s lips. 

Bill Sherwood gasped and sputtered and, 
raising himself on one elbow, glared about 
him. 

‘‘Where’s that Garry Grayson?”’? he de- 
manded. 
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‘‘Here,’’ called a voice from behind a tree, 
and another clod caught Bill in the back of the 
neck, 

Bill scrambled to his feet, but his laughing 
tormentor had already put a safe distance be- 
tween them. 

“Here I am just taking a little rest, doing 
no harm to anybody,’’ Bill called to any who 
would listen, ‘‘not thinking that any of my 
pals were roughnecks, not looking for any 
trouble 3%? 

“Don’t, Bill,’? begged Ted Dillingham. 
‘*You’ll have me crying in a minute.’’ 

““Come to papa and tell him all about it,’’ in- 
vited Nick Danter soothingly. 

Big Bill Sherwood tried to wither his com- 
panions with a glance. 

‘“‘One’s as bad as the other,’’ he announced 
scathingly. ‘‘None of you is any good. Now 
I’ve got to go into the water to get clean, 
when all I was asking of life was a little 
_ snooze.’’ 

‘‘Tf that’s all you’re asking of life, you ought 
to be satisfied by this time,’’ chaffed Nick. 
‘¢You’ve been doing little else but snooze since 
we came to camp.”’ 

‘“‘Anybody would think that was his life 
work, considering the pep he puts into it,”’ 
chuckled Ted. 

‘¢You’d never think it of him, would you, the 


4 Garry Grayson Showing His Speed 


way he lams into other fellows on the grid- 
iron??? demanded Garry, judging it was safe 
for him to come out from his seclusion. 

All were already in their bathing suits, and 
with loud shouts they started for the lake, legs 
flashing as they worked them like piston rods. 

Bill summoned up a spurt of speed and he 
and Garry reached the shore at the same sec- 
ond, plunged into the still waters of the lake 
together and just a moment before the other 
three reached the lake. 

‘‘Beat you to the island!’’ Garry challenged, 
shaking the water from his eyes. ‘‘Give you a 
head start, if you like.’’ 

The ‘‘island’’ scarcely merited its name, 
since it was only a small mass of rock and mud 
standing above the surface of the water. There 
was nothing inviting or picturesque about it, 
but the boys used it as a point to swim to and 
from, and called it an island for lack of a bet- 
ter name. 

The chums started on a merry chase, Bill 
Sherwood and Garry Grayson in the lead, the 
other three boys coming on close behind, cleav- 
ing the water like so many fish, as all were ex- 
pert swimmers. The water was cool and grate- 
ful after their long basking in the sun, and 
they enjoyed the sport amazingly. 

Garry touched the spit of land a fraction of 
a second before Bill and scrambled to the top 
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of a large rock, there to proclaim his victory. 

‘‘Having first reached this island, I hold it 
against all comers,’’ he declaimed. ‘‘Touch 
the shores at your peril!’’ 

‘Oh, come off your perch,’’ returned Bill, 
as he got to his feet and brushed back the 
matted hair from his eyes. ‘‘Come off before 
I pull you off.’’ 

Garry was about to hurl a defiance when his 
foot slipped on the wet rock and he tumbled 
ignominiously to the muddy ground at the foot 
of it. 

The boys set up a shout, and Garry grinned 
sheepishly. 

“‘So are the mighty fallen,’’ proclaimed Bill 
sententiously. ‘‘From the top of the rock to 
the bottom, and all in the wink of an eyelash!’’ 

““You’d better look out or there’ll be another 
mighty fallen,’’ retorted Garry, as he gin- 
gerly stripped the mud from his fingers. 
‘“‘Guess I’ll have to take another duck.”’ 

‘‘Hey, Garry, watch your step! Jump!’’ 

Garry did not stop to ask why, but jumped, 
for there was an urgency in Nick’s command 
that compelled obedience. But after he had 
jumped he looked around for the cause and, 
seeing nothing, glared suspiciously at Nick. 

‘‘Trying to kid me?”’ he asked. 

‘‘Kid nothing!’’ replied Nick. ‘‘You almost 
stepped on a snake.’’ 
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‘“‘Snake, your eye!’’ jeered Bill. ‘‘You’re 
seeing things.’’ 

‘‘Nick’s right!’’ Rooster Long came unex- 
pectedly to Nick’s support. ‘‘I saw it just 
under the edge of that rock. A water snake 
of some sort, I guess it is.’’ 

Bill gave a kick at the rock pointed out by 
Rooster and sent it rolling off into the water. 
A snake, disturbed in its lair, uncoiled itself 
and slid slimily into the lake. 

Bill bent to peer after it when suddenly there 
came a cry of alarm from Garry. 

“‘Jump, Bill! Quick! Quick!’’ 

' But Garry had not seen the danger in time. 
Bill jumped backward a second too late. 

A large rock, displaced by the fall of the 
smaller one, came plunging down the bank di- 
rectly toward Bill. 

If the latter had not sprung back at Garry’s 
warning cry, he might have been crushed. As 
it was, the rock grazed him with sufficient force 
to topple him over into the lake! 


CHAPTER II 
Moments or TERROR 


Tue accident had happened so suddenly that 
Bill Sherwood’s friends were stupefied. For 
a moment they stood like statues, watching the 
spot where Bill and the rock had disappeared. 

They thought that Bill would reappear in 
a moment. But Bill did not reappear! 

One second passed, two, three, and still the 
surface of the water remained undisturbed. 

Garry Grayson rushed to the spot on the 
shore from which Bill had fallen. 

‘“We’ve got to go for him, fellows!’’ he 
shouted. ‘‘Perhaps he’s caught under the 
rock!’’ 

The water was deep, but Garry’s first dive 
brought him within reaching distance of Bill. 
With tremendous relief he found that the rock 
had not fallen on the lad, as he had feared. 

But Bill was unconscious. He lay on his 
face, motionless, with one arm outflung and 
the other doubled under him. 

Garry tugged at him with desperate energy. 
But to his horror he found that Bill was en- 

tf 
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tangled in the weeds that grew thickly along 
the bottom. 

Garry pulled and pulled frantically, his own 
lungs almost bursting with the effort not to 
breathe. 

Was Bill to perish there, good old Bill, un- 
able in the slightest degree to help himself? 

Like so many snakes the tough weeds clung 
around their prey, refusing to relinquish it. 
Garry tore at them frenziedly. His blood was 
pounding in his ears. He felt as though his 
senses were leaving him. 

He was dimly aware of what seemed like 
shadows in the water about him. But they 
were very substantial shadows, for Nick, Ted, 
and Rooster, after a couple of fruitless dives, 
had at last found him. 

The united efforts of the four finally tore 
Bill loose from the clinging weeds, and to- 
gether they brought him to the surface. It was 
not an easy matter, for poor Bill was heavy 
and hung as inertly in their hands as though 
he were already dead. 

They bore the unconscious lad to the shore 
and laid him there on his back. Bill was deadly 
white, except where a gash at the roots of his 
hair oozed blood. 

Garry slipped his hand under the wet shirt 
and breathed a sigh of relief as he found that 
the heart was beating. 
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‘*He’s alive!’’ he cried joyously. ‘‘Rooster, 
give me your handkerchief and I’ll bind up his 
head. Nick and Ted, get that barrel we saw 
here the other day, the one we thought must 
have drifted ashore from some boat. We’ve 
got to get that water out of his lungs, and do 
it quick.’’ 

While the boys are working frantically to re- 
vive their friend it may be well to tell who 
Garry Grayson was and what had been his ad- 
ventures up to the time this story opens. 

Garry Grayson had been born and brought 
up in Lenox, a lively prosperous town with 
a population of about fifteen thousand. His 
father was a leading lawyer of the place and 
prominent in its civic activities. Mrs. Gray- 
son was a charming woman and made a real 
home for her husband and two children, Garry 
and his twin sister, Filla. The latter was a 
sprightly, pretty girl, somewhat addicted to 
teasing her brother, of whom, however, she 
was devotedly fond. 

Garry was now about fifteen years old, a 
bright, frank, straightforward boy, very pop- 
ular with the best class of lads of his own age 
and a leader in athletic sports, especially foot- 
ball, which he regarded as the greatest game in 
the world. 

His most intimate friends were Ted Dilling- 
ham and Nick Danter, whose fathers were 
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partners in the leading department store of 
the town; Bill Sherwood, son of a prominent 
manufacturer; and Tom Long, known, how- 
ever, to his friends as Rooster, whose father 
was a well-to-do dealer in horses. The boys 
had been drawn together by congenial tastes 
and dispositions, and their friendship was 
further cemented by their mutual interest in 
football, all of them being crack players for 
boys of their age. 

Not all the boys in town, however, were 
friendly to Garry Grayson, though their 
enmity was not of his making. Bitterly hostile 
to him were Sandy Podder, Lent Stewart, and 
several others. Sandy, the ringleader of the 
group, was a mean, dissipated youth, whose 
father allowed him more money than was good 
for him. He had first conceived an antipathy 
for Garry when the latter made him restore 
a football Sandy, out of sheer ill-nature, had 
carried away and tried to conceal. Several 
later incidents in which Garry had thwarted 
some of Sandy’s low schemes had intensified 
the feeling. 

‘When the new Hill Street grammar school 
was erected and Garry was transferred to it, 
the boy conceived the idea of organizing a foot- 
ball team, representing the school, to play with 
the elevens of the other grammar schools in 
town, the Cherry Street and Webster Street 
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schools. These latter had veteran teams, and 
laughed to scorn the idea of Garry Grayson’s 
even making a showing with his raw material. 
But Garry set to work in dead earnest and 
was fortunate enough to secure as a coach Mr. 
Phillips, teacher of English in Hill Street 
school and a former Amherst football star. 

How Garry’s team was licked into shape; the 
trials and disappointments it experienced; the 
efforts of enemies in school and out to bring 
Garry’s hopes to naught are told in the first 
volume of this series entitled: ‘‘Garry Gray- 
son’s Hill Street Eleven.’’ 

The next fall Garry, with some of his special 
friends and fellow players, entered the Lenox 
High school, more enthusiastic about football 
than ever. Here the unwritten law that no 
freshman can play on the regular team rele- 
gated Garry and his chums to the scrubs. Here, 
too, Sandy Podder did his best to defame the 
boy he hated. Garry was more than a match 
for him, however, and his tracing out of a ne- 
farious scheme in which Sandy was implicated 
and the way in which he won his way to the 
regular team and in a critical football game 
won the championship of the High School 
League lends stir and thrill to the second 
volume of the series, entitled: ‘‘Garry Gray- 
son at Lenox High.’’ 

At the beginning of the next fall term, Garry, 
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now a sophomore, was chosen captain of the 
football team. This was gall and wormwood 
for Sandy and his pals, and they sought to 
bring Garry, Bill, and Rooster into disfavor 
with the school authorities by various acts of 
malicious mischief. This treachery was dis- 
covered in the nick of time, and how Garry 
once more led his team to a championship is 
narrated in the volume of the series entitled: 
“‘Garry Grayson’s Football Rivals.’’ 

Now to return to Garry as, with the help of 
his friends, he worked desperately to bring Bill 
Sherwood back to the life he had so nearly left 
when the impact of the rock carried him into 
the lake. 

For some time their efforts met with little 
success, but at last, after they had expelled 
most of the water from his lungs, Bill’s eyes 
opened and he looked dazedly around him. 

‘‘Wh-hat you trying to do?’’ he asked, as he 
strove feebly to release himself. 

The question was querulous, but to the 
anxious boys it sounded like the sweetest music. 

Instantly they set him right side up with his 
back to the barrel. 

‘‘Stomach’s as flat as a pancake, and how 
my old bean does ache!’’ gasped Bill. 

‘“You’re lucky to have a bean to ache,’’ re- 
plied Rooster Long, as he busied himself in 
making Bill’s position more comfortable. 
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‘“When we hauled you to shore we sure 
thought you were a goner, old boy.’’ 

“I’m tougher than you thought me, eh?’’ 
said Bill with a wry smile. ‘‘ Well, now, let me 
tell you that if you had my head just now, you 
wouldn’t talk about being lucky. Say, leggo, 
won’t you, Garry? MHaven’t I had enough 
trouble without your pulling my hair cut? 
Ouch! Leggo!’’ 

“‘T want to see how deep this cut is in your 
head,’’ Garry explained, brushing Bill’s hair 
back from the wound. 

“Tt goes clear down to my brain, I bet,’’ Bill 
remarked gloomily. 

Garry chuckled. 

‘‘Tt’s only a scalp wound, Bill,’’ he assured 
his chum. ‘‘And the water has washed it 
pretty clean. But the rest of your head got 
badly bruised at the same time.”’ 

‘*No wonder,’’ said Bill ruefully. ‘‘Felt as 
though a thousand tons hit me. It must have 
been the rock that took a dip at the same time 
I did. I felt something lean against my head 
and then, as they say in the books, ‘I knew no 
more.’ ”’ 

‘““You’d have known less if it had hit you full 
and square,’’ put in Rooster. ‘‘When you 
didn’t come up again we thought the rock had 
landed on top of you.’’ 

‘‘Gee, but my head does hurt!’’ 
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‘“‘Tt needs fixing,’’ said Garry. ‘‘If we were 
at the camp now, I’d get my first-aid kit and 
have you fixed up ina hurry. As it is, I think 
we’d better get back there as soon as we can.”’ 

‘“‘T don’t know whether I can swim it,’’ de- 
clared Bill. ‘‘My arms feel like a couple of wet 
dish rags and my legs are worse.’’ 

“<Don’t be more of a nut than you can help,’’ 
scolded Rooster. ‘‘You don’t suppose we’re 
going to let you swim, do you? Between the 
four of us you ought to get a pretty good tow.”’ 

A glance at his friend assured Garry that 
Bill was feeling worse than he would admit. 
His face was greenish-gray in color and the 
blood, still oozing from the wound on his head, 
made a ghastly contrast. 

‘“‘Let’s go,’’ said Garry. ‘‘Now relax old 
boy. You haven’t got a thing to do but obey 
orders.”’ 

Bill was only too glad to submit to his com- 
panions’ kindly tyranny. Though he tried 
bravely to stand when they lifted him to his 
feet, he would have fallen had they not sup- 
ported him. 

‘‘Talk about the perils of the gridiron,’’ he 
tried to joke. ‘‘A mere nothing to the perils of 
a vacation in the country! The way I am now, 
fellows, I’m a total loss.’’ 

They bore him gently to the water and laid 
him on his back in a floating position. Then 
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with two of them at his shoulders and two at 
his feet they made their way through the water 
until they reached that part of the shore on 
which their camp was set up. 

Although Bill was somewhat rested and re- 
freshed, he still needed to be carried. 

‘“‘Alas for the weak and aged!’’ muttered 
Bill. ‘‘I never thought I’d see the day when I 
couldn’t stand on my own feet. Hey, what’s 
up?”? 

For Rooster, after having laid Bill down, 
was hurrying toward the camp for the first-aid 
kit when he stopped abruptly with a startled 
exclamation. Then he ran on again swiftly, 
with Nick after him as fast as his feet could 

0. 
: In a few moments the two were back again 
fairly stuttering with rage. 

‘*We'll get ’em for this!’’ cried Rooster. 

‘““You bet, and I hope I’m the first to lay 
hands on ’em!’’ vociferated Nick. 

‘“‘For the love of Pete, what’s happened?’’ 
asked Garry. 


CHAPTER III 
A Scurvy Trick 


‘‘Comm and see,’? was Rooster Long’s 
answer to Garry’s question as he led the way, 
fairly trembling with anger. 

But stirred as Garry Grayson and Ted Dil- 
lingham were by the excitement of their com- 
rades, they first saw that Bill was comfortably 
bestowed with his back to a tree. 

‘“We’ll be back in a minute, Bill, and i 
the kit with us,’’ said Garry. 

‘‘Take your time and find out what’s the 
trouble and put me hep to it,’’ adjured Bill. 

As Garry and Ted approached the camp, 
running, they needed no word from Nick and 
Rooster to explain their wrath. 

‘<The camp has been rough-housed while we 
were away!’’ exclaimed Garry angrily, as he 
viewed a scene of litter and confusion. 

‘*T’ve an idea we don’t know half of it yet,’’ 
returned Nick grimly. ‘‘Come on and let’s see 
how much damage the skunks have done.’’ 

They found their worst fears realized. 

‘‘The place has been stirred up by a stick,”’ 

16 
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growled Rooster. ‘‘Look, here is all our flour 
spread out on the ground! We had a good 
ten pounds of it, too!”’ 

‘‘Ugh!’’ Garry tasted the contents of a tin 
and made a wry face. ‘‘Sugar and salt mixed 
together! What a mess!’’ 

But this was only a sample of the wanton 
mischief that had been done to the camp dur- 
ing their absence. 

Everything was in dire disorder. The be- 
longings of the boys were scattered in utter 
confusion, shirts had been ripped down the 
back and the buttons stripped off, a fishing rod 
had been snapped in half. 

Their provisions, which they had counted on 
supplying their needs for the rest of their time 
in camp, were either missing or completely 
ruined. Cans had been opened and their con- 
tents thrown out. Cracker boxes had been 
torn apart, the crackers powdered and spread 
over everything, the flour spilled, vinegar 
mixed with condensed milk, sugar blended with 
salt. 

Only two things had been overlooked—a can 
of sardines and one box of crackers. 

‘“<They probably would have destroyed these 
if they’d had a little more time,’’ said Garry 
erimly. ‘‘I suppose we ought to be thankful 
that they spared us this much.”’ 

‘“‘Maybe we ought, but are we?’’ growled 
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Rooster. ‘‘That means a tramp to town to- 
morrow for fresh provisions.”’ 

With his first-aid kit and a basin of clean 
water Garry proceeded to bathe and dress the 
wound in Bill’s head. Then he folded a coat 
under his comrade’s head and ordered him to 
lie quiet for a while. 

“Thanks, I don’t mind if I do,’’ said Bill, 
and stretched out on his turfy couch with a 
sigh of relief. ‘‘Feel lots better. Much obliged, 
Garry.’’ 

‘‘How are we going to find out who played 
this low-down, dirty trick on us?’’ queried 
Rooster. 

The boys were squatting on the ground, their 
faces gloomy. Nick picked up a stone and 
threw it viciously at a tree. 

‘‘May have been a couple of tramps,’’ he sug- 
gested. 

Garry shook his head. 

‘“‘There’s got to be a motive for a thing like 
this,’’ he declared. ‘‘ Tramps might have stolen 
some of our stuff and provisions, but they 
wouldn’t take the time or have the desire to 
mess up the camp this way. They’d be only too 
glad to sneak off with their loot as fast as they 
could.’’ 

‘Tf you’re looking for a motive, we’re all up 
a tree,’’ observed Ted. ‘‘There’s no one in 
this neighborhood who knows us or who has 
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enough of a grudge against us to play a scaly 
trick like this.’’ 

“‘That’s just the question,’’ said Garry, with 
an odd look at his friends. ‘‘Isn’t there?”’ 

‘‘Jumping cats! I’ll bet I know what Garry 
means,’’ exclaimed Bill Sherwood, as he sat 
up suddenly, the swift action making him clap 
a hand to his aching head. ‘‘Remember those 
fellows we saw a little way up the lake a few 
days ago?”’ 

‘“‘Sandy Podder, Lent Stewart, and those 
other fellows!’’ cried Rooster, emitting a 
whistle. ‘‘Do you suppose they knew where 
we were camping, Garry?’’ 

‘““Not then, maybe,’’ returned Garry. ‘‘But 
there was nothing to prevent their following us 
and finding out.’’ 

The more they thought of it the more the 
boys were inclined toward this conclusion. The 
facts fitted too well together, they thought, to 
be due to coincidence. 

They had thought little hitherto of the chance 
meeting with Sandy Podder and his cronies 
near the head of the lake a few days before. 
Now that their camp had been looted, their 
thoughts instinctively recurred to those who in 
all the world hated and envied them most and 
would be glad to do them an injury. 

‘“‘Right now I’ll bet they’re gloating over 
what they’ve done,’’ scolded Rooster. ‘‘It 
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makes me sore to think we can’t prove this 
thing against them!’’ 

“Probably they’re camping themselves 
along the shore of the lake somewhere,’’ Ted 
remarked. 

‘“‘Lent Stewart’s folks have a bungalow up 
here, you know,’’ Nick reminded them. ‘‘They 
may have been staying there.’’ 

‘““Well, I don’t see what difference it makes,”’ 
observed Bill. ‘‘Even if we find out where 
they’re staying, we can’t very well accuse them 
of this thing without more proof than we’ve 
got.’’ 

‘‘Suspicion is all we have, of course,’’ ad- 
mitted Garry. ‘‘They don’t seem to have left 
any traces behind by which we could identify 
them.”’ 

‘‘Oh, well, give those fellows rope enough 
and they’ll hang themselves in the end,’’ 
prophesied Nick. 

The sun was beginning to sink toward the 
west, and as Bill was getting better by the 
minute and needed no more attention, the rest 
of the boys set about the work of clearing up 
the camp to the best of their ability. 

When they had righted the disorder to some 
extent and buried the emptied cans in a hole 
a little way back, it occurred to Garry that not 
all the provisions they had had on hand were 
accounted for. 
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‘*We had a lot of cereals and other package 
stuff,’’ he said. ‘‘Now, what have they done 
with those?’’ 

The boys scattered on a hunt to find an 
answer to the question. 

In a few minutes the others heard an angry 
call from Rooster, and found him standing on 
the brink of the spring that supplied the camp 
with fresh water. 

‘‘Look here!’’? Rooster cried, as the others 
came running up to him. ‘‘Here’s where the 
rest of our stuff went!’’ 

Sodden packages of food stuffs lay on the 
bed of the spring. Some had soaked open, and 
the usually clear waters of the spring had now 
a grayish tint. 

“Made a pretty complete job of it while they 
were about it!’’ exclaimed Nick. ‘‘Wouldn’t I 
like to have the fellows here who did it and 
hold them down till they picked those packages 
out with their teeth!’’ 

‘‘Hey, Garry, what are you staring at?’’ 
Ted asked, regarding his chum curiously, as 
the latter bent over the spring, frowning in- 
tently. 

‘““They say ali is not gold that glitters,’’ 
Garry replied, pointing into the spring. ‘‘But 
I'll bet any one a dollar that is.’’ 

The boys followed the direction of Garry’s 
intent stare, and Rooster gave Garry a clap 
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on the back that almost sent him headlong into 
the spring. 

“‘That’s somebody’s scarfpin, and the 
owner must have been one of the fellows who 
dumped our things in here,’’ he crowed. 
‘¢What about clues now?’’ 

It took Garry only a moment to reach down 
and retrieve the gleaming piece of jewelry from 
among the soaked packages. As his hand came 
up with the pin in it, the rest of the boys 
crowded about him eagerly. 

‘“‘T’ve seen that pin before!’’ exclaimed 
Nick. ‘‘I can tell you where if you give me a 
little time !’’ 

“It looks a little familiar to me, too,’’ 
agreed Garry, ‘‘but I can’t place it just now.’’ 

“Tt isn’t Sandy Podder’s, that’s a sure 
thing,’’ pondered Nick, disappointment in his 
voice. ‘‘I thought at first it was in his tie 
I’d seen it. Now where 

‘‘T know!’’ cried Rooster triumphantly. 
“*Tt’s Lent Stewart’s!’’ 


CHAPTER IV 
Tue Mipnicut Prowuers 


‘“‘ArE you dead sure it’s Stewart’s pin?”’ 
Ted Dillingham asked of Rooster, in reply to 
the latter’s exclamation. 

‘Dead sure!’’ asserted Rooster. ‘‘I remem- 
ber seeing it in his tie at the last game of the 
season. ‘‘It looked funny—an emerald pin in 
ared tie. Sort of loud. That’s how I remem- 
ber it.”’ 

‘‘Kimerald nothing!’’ snorted Nick Danter, 
examining the pin over Garry’s shoulder. 
‘‘Looks like a piece of green glass to me.’’ 

‘No, I think it’s an emerald, all right,’’ re- 
turned Garry thoughtfully. ‘‘Lent’s father is 
rich, you know. Still, it isn’t a very large 
stone and I don’t suppose it’s especially ex- 
pensive. Just the same, I shouldn’t wonder 
but that Lent would want it back.’’ 

There was a significance in his tone that 
struck the other boys with the same thought. 

‘“‘Do you think he’ll come back looking for 
it, Garry?’’ asked Ted, the light of battle in 
his eyes. 

‘‘Shouldn’t wonder,’’ grinned Garry. ‘‘Any- 
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way, until he comes for it we’ll hold it in trust 
for him.”’ 

‘‘ And trust he comes,’’ said Rooster, with an 
answering grin. 

“‘Say, fellows, let’s go fishing,’’ Ted sug- 
gested, as they turned back toward camp. ‘‘It 
isn’t so late, and if we have fair luck we may 
be able to bring back a mess for supper. Luck- 
ily, they left us the salt and pepper in the 
shakers. One can of sardines and a box of 
crackers don’t sound good to me.’’ 

His proposition was accepted with enthu- 
siasm, and the boys set off with rods on their 
shoulders after having dug up a few worms 
for bait. 

‘“‘One thing, we don’t need to be afraid to 
leave the camp now,’’ remarked Nick ruefully. 
‘““Those guys can’t do any more to it than 
they’ve already done.’’ 

It took the boys only a short time to reach 
a part of the lake that experience had told 
them was usually well stocked with fish, and 
then they settled down to try their luck. 

Fortunately for them, the fish took kindly 
to the bait, darting at it with an avidity that 
cheered the hearts of the anglers and promised 
them a plentiful and appetizing supper, de- 
spite the efforts of their enemies. 

‘‘What are you going to do with the pin, 
Garry?’’ asked Rooster when several good- 
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sized fish were flopping in the basket. <‘‘If 
Lent Stewart doesn’t come to claim it, I mean.’’ 

“‘T haven’t thought that far yet,’’ replied 
Garry. ‘‘But I have an idea he’ll be back, all 
right. He probably has a pretty good notion 
where he lost it.’’ 

‘<Tf he comes, are you going to give it back 
to him?’’ asked Nick. 

Garry treated him to a glance of scorn. 

“Do I look as simple as that?’’ he asked in 
an aggrieved tone. ‘‘I thought you gave me 
credit for a little sense.’’ 

‘*But you can’t keep it,’’ countered Nick. ‘‘I 
suppose he can prove it’s his pin.”’ 

‘‘T don’t want his pin, of course, except as 
something to bargain with,’’ replied Garry. 
‘‘Tf he comes after it, we’ll tell him he can have 
it on condition he supplies fresh provisions in 
place of those he and his gang carried off or 
destroyed. How does that strike you?’’ 

_‘‘Fair enough,’’ grinned Rooster. 

“py bet a dime he’ll never do it,’’ Nick af- 
firmed. ‘‘That would seem too much like eat- 
ing crow, and he’ll squirm out of it if he pos- 
sibly can.’’ 

‘‘He’ll meet our terms, just the same,’’ de- 
clared Garry. ‘‘No provisions, no pin! We’ve 
got him this time, all right.’’ 

The situation was not without its points of 
humor. The boys were all satisfied with it ex- 
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cept Bill Sherwood, who persisted in a 
belligerent frame of mind. 

“‘T’d rather give him a licking than make a 
deal with him,’’ he grumbled. 

The boys started a fire and cleaned and 
cooked their evening’s catch. The supper was 
one of the best they had had in camp, and they 
felt when they had finished that they could af- 
ford to laugh at the efforts of Sandy and his 
crowd. 

‘‘Just the same, some one’s got to go and 
get a lot of new stuff to-morrow,’’ observed 
Ted some time later, as they stamped out the 
last embers of the fire, preparatory to turning 
in for the night. ‘‘It makes my blood boil to 
think of those fellows laughing at us.’’ 

‘Oh, come on and turn in, Ted,’’ counseled 
Rooster, yawning sleepily. ‘‘Your grouch will 
last over till to-morrow. Just now it’s keep- 
ing the rest of us awake.”’ 

‘‘T wouldn’t do that for anything,’’ jeered 
Ted. ‘‘Go to sleep, Rooster, and if you crow 
too early in the morning I’ll choke you.’’ 

Some more banter followed, and some time 
elapsed before the camp was finally silent. 
Even then, Bill muttered belligerently in his 
sleep and Nick clasped and unclasped the fin- 
gers of his right hand as though he were com- 
ing to grips with Sandy Podder or one of his 
gang. 
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Garry had hidden the emerald pin in his 
first-aid kit, embedded in a roll of surgical 
cotton. 

““The fellow that finds that will have to be 
good,’’ he chuckled to himself. ‘‘I wonder if 
Lent knows yet that he’s lost it.’’ 

Then, having little on his conscience and 
having been blessed from birth with perfect 
digestion, Garry Grayson settled down into 
a deep, dreamless sleep. Suddenly he sat up- 
right, startled into full wakefulness. He had 
heard a s. and—a sharp, crackling sound! Yet 
now, as he listened, there was nothing to break 
the stillness but the usual night noises of the 
woods. 

‘‘What’s the matter with me anyway?”’ he 
snorted disgustedly; then checked himself and 
listened again intently. 

Another sound—unmistakable this time—the 
crisp snap of a twig! 

Some one was moving stealthily outside the 
camp! 

Garry got swiftly and silently to his feet, his 
blood tingling with excitement. 

Midnight prowlers about their camp! What 
could it mean? Was that sound made by some 
animal? Or tramps, perhaps, seeking some- 
thing in the way of loot? 

Intent upon answering these questions and 
as quickly as he could, Garry stole to the flap 
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of the tent. He lifted it quickly but silently, 
so that he commanded a full view of the space 
just outside the camp. 

The night was dark, for moon and stars were 
obscured by heavy clouds, forecasting rain. 
Garry could have discerned little had it not 
been for the light of a small electric torch that 
flashed its circle of radiance on grass and 
shrubbery. 

Accustoming his eyes to the light of the 
torch, Garry noted a shadowy figure etched 
against the dark background of 4e woods. 
Then another shadow outlined itse ~ and 
Garry could see two figures searching every 
inch of ground as they moved on stealthily. 

Something familiar about their shapes 
tugged at Garry’s mind. Another moment and 
he knew their identity. They were Sandy 
Podder and Lent Stewart, returning, in all 
probability, to look for Lent’s scarfpin—that 
same scarfpin that lay so snugly in the roll of 
surgical cotton! 

Garry’s first impulse to laugh was checked by 
rising anger. What sneaks the fellows were! 
Coming by daylight to rough-house the camp 
while the owners were away; sneaking back at 
night to find the lost scarfpin, afraid to face 
the boys and demand Lent’s property for fear 
they would have a real rough and tumble fight 
on their hands. 
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Garry was debating on his first step when he 
heard a muttered exclamation and turned to 
find Rooster at his elbow. 

‘It’s Sandy Podder and Lent Stewart,’’ 
Garry whispered. ‘‘Come on, Rooster, let’s 
rush ’em!’’ 

Rooster needed no second invitation. He 
and Garry stole forth until they were within a 
few feet of the zone of light cast by the electric 
torch. 

The next moment the prowlers were startled 
by such a yell as Indians of pioneer days might 
have voiced on the discovery of a settlers’ 
camp. 

Sandy and Lent appeared as though para- 
lyzed as Garry and Rooster rushed upon them. 
The electric torch fell with a thud to the ground. 
The next instant Rooster grappled with Lent 
and Garry dashed upon Sandy with such force 
that both fell and rolled over and over, locked 
in a fierce embrace. 

The noise of combat aroused Nick and Ted, 
and they came running out, half-dazed with 
sleep that speedily gave way to excitement. 
Bill, still far from his usual self, came more 
slowly after them. 

‘‘What’s up, fellows?’ yelled Ted. ‘‘Bagged 
a couple of tramps?’’ 

‘<Worse than that,’’ commented Nick, as he 
recognized the intruders. 
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Ted picked up the fallen flashlight and turned 
it full upon the scene of combat. 

“‘Look!’’ he cried. ‘‘There’s Sandy Podder 
and Lent Stewart, and Garry’s got a seat on 
Sandy’s head!”’ 

As a matter of fact, Garry had only at that 
moment come to rest on that portion of Sandy’s 
anatomy. Now he transferred his position to 
his adversary’s chest and joyfully wiped the 
perspiration from his forehead. 

‘‘Some scrimmage!’’ he ejaculated. ‘‘Hot 
work for an August night, though! Lie still, 
will you?’’ as Sandy writhed and rolled be- 
neath him. ‘‘Do you want me to sit on your 
head again?’’ 

‘‘Get off me,’’ growled Sandy furiously. 
‘“You’re crushing in my ribs.”’ 

‘“‘Lucky I’m not crushing your head,’’ re- 
turned Garry. ‘‘Now suppose you get busy 
and explain what you and Lent Stewart are do- 
ing prowling round our camp at midnight.’’ 

‘“Yes, tell us, you poor fish,’’ echoed Rooster, 
who had Lent in the same ignominious posi- 
tion. ‘‘You’d better loosen up your tongue if 
you know what’s good for you.’’ 

‘We weren’t prowling,’’ Lent said sullenly, 
while Sandy remained stubbornly silent. ‘‘We 
were just looking for something that belongs 
to us—to me,’’ he corrected, as Sandy’s head 
turned in his direction. 
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‘““Yes, and I told you you were a fool to 
come here,’’ growled Sandy. ‘‘Maybe you’ll 
listen to me next time.’’ 

‘‘Take my advice, Lent, and don’t,’’ adjured 
Garry, with a grin. ‘‘Anybody who listens to 
Sandy Podder is apt to get into trouble. But 
go on,’’ he added as Lent moved impatiently. 
‘*You’ve made a pretty good beginning. Sup- 
pose you go on and tell us what you were look- 
me for.’ 

‘‘Around our camp at midnight,’’ added 
Rooster, with a significance that made both of 
the captives squirm. 

Lent hesitated then said sullenly: 

“‘T’m not going to tell you.’’ 

‘All right,’’? broke in Garry cheerfully. 
‘Then I’ll tell you. It was a gold scarfpin you 
were after, wasn’t it, with a green stone in the 
middle of it?’’ 

‘‘An emerald,’’ agreed Lent eagerly. ‘‘Then 
you found the pin?’’ 

‘“‘Yes, we found the pin,’’ admitted Garry 
dryly, while Nick, Ted, and Bill crowded about 
more closely. ‘‘And we’ve found something else 
too—we’ve found the skunks that rough-housed 
our camp this afternoon and spoiled a good 
many dollars’ worth of provisions.”’ 

‘“‘What’ll we do with them, Garry?’’ Nick 
came forward, his hands hopefully clinched. 
‘“We ought to do something to teach them not 
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to meddle with property that doesn’t belong 
to them.”’ 

“‘Tet’s duck them in the lake,’’ suggested 
Ted. 

‘“‘No,’’ said Garry thoughtfully, ‘‘it’s a 
pretty clean lake, and it would be a shame to 
dirty it with these fellows.”’ 

‘“‘Then let’s give them a lamming that they’ll 
remember,’’ put in Bill. 

At these warlike sentiments Sandy and Lent 
showed a marked uneasiness. Sandy spoke 
first. 

‘“We only meant it as a joke,’’ he said sul- 
lenly. ‘‘No use getting so sore about it.’’ 

‘One of those jokes that no one can see the 
point of but those who play them,’’ retorted 
Garry. ‘‘Cut out that joke stuff for good and 
all. You’ve tried to spring it on us before 
when we’ve caught you in a dirty trick. I sup- 
pose it was a joke when you tried to gyp Mr. 
Long out of three thousand dollars. It was a . 
joke when you tried to lie Frank Sherwood into 
jail. It was a joke when you planted the hip 
flasks in our desks. It was a joke when you 
stole our signals and handed them to Wimble- 
don. They weren’t jokes. They were the dirty 
tricks of a dirty cur. That’s you, Sandy Pod- 
der. We’ve got your number. And the sooner 
you get that idea knocked into your head the 
better it will be for you and this pal of yours.”’ 
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“*Yes,’’ put in Rooster with blistering con- 
tempt, ‘‘this pal of yours, Lent Stewart, that 
Garry Grayson saved from drowning. Oh, 
you’re yellow dogs all right, the pair of you!’’ 

‘SAll right, all right,’’ replied Lent, with a 
last attempt at bravado. ‘‘But what I want to 
know is do I get my pin or don’t I?’’ 

‘‘And what we want to know is do we get 
fresh provisions to take the place of those you 
spoiled or don’t we?’’ retorted Garry. 

‘“What’s that got to do with my pin?”’ 
growled Lent. 

“Tt has everything to do with it,’’ Garry re- 
plied. ‘‘Give us provisions for those you 
spoiled and you get your pin.”’ 

‘* And if we don’t?’’ It was Sandy who voiced 
this query, but in a whining rather than a 
belligerent tone. 

‘‘No provisions, no pin,’’? announced Garry 
firmly. 

‘‘And fair enough I call it,’? declared Ted. 

“Hair? It’s a robbery!’’ cried Lent. 
‘“What’s the worth of a few provisions com- 
pared to an expensive pin like that? You give 
it back to me, or I’ll get the police after you.’’ 

‘“‘That’s a good joke,’’ laughed Garry. ‘‘I 
don’t think that either of you cares to have any 
dealing with the police, Sandy especially, after 
his last experience in court when he could al- 
most feel the handcuffs on him. No, I’m not 
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worrying about your going to the police. 
They might ask you first why you came into 
our camp and stole our goods. Petty lar- 
ceny or something like that is what they’d 
call it. Maybe burglary, for all I know. Tell 
us something else. That last joke was no 
good.”’ 

Garry got up and touched Sandy with his 
foot. 

‘“Get up,’’? he commanded. ‘‘Get up and get 
out, quick! We may get real mad in a minute!’’ 

Garry turned to Rooster. 

‘‘Let him up, Rooster,’’ he said, and Rooster 
reluctantly obeyed. 

The rascally pair rose to their feet, fuming, 
and brushed the dirt and dry leaves from their 
clothes. 

‘So you want the police, do you?’’ snarled 
Lent. ‘‘All right, you’ll get ’em——’’ 

The sentence broke off abruptly as Garry 
made a move toward him. Lent forgot his 
dignity and jumped for cover. 

‘‘What’ll we do with this one?’’ asked 
Rooster indicating Sandy. 

‘Kick him out,’’ replied Garry disgustedly. 
‘‘We don’t want such vermin around our 
camp.’’ 

‘*You’ll pay for this,’? growled Sandy, but 
at that moment Rooster obeyed Garry’s direc- 
tion so literally that Sandy followed his pal, im- 
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pelled by the foot of a practical football 
kicker. 

‘“‘Here’s your flashlight,’’ called Rooster, 
flinging the torch after them. ‘‘We’d hate to 
have you get lost anywhere around here. It 
might prove uncomfortable to you if you 
walked in a circle and found yourselves here 
again. Next time you call don’t forget your 
visiting cards.’’ 

The boys listened until the sound of crack- 
ling underbrush died out in the distance. Then 
Bill Sherwood whistled softly. 

‘“‘They found more than they were looking 
for that time,’’ he said. ‘‘Do you think they 
will really put it up to the police, Garry?’’ 

““They wouldn’t dare,’’ declared Garry. 
‘““They’re scared of their own shadows, those 
two. Tell the police? Not in a thousand 
years!’’ 


CHAPTER V 
Tue Fiac or TRUCE 


In spite of Garry Grayson’s belief that 
Sandy Podder and Lent Stewart would not 
look to the police for help in the recovery of 
Lent’s emerald pin, the matter worried him 
somewhat when he came to think it over in the 
sober light of the following morning. 

This was not because his conscience troubled 
him. He would not for the world have kept the 
pin ultimately. But he did feel perfectly justi- 
fied in holding it for a while as a guarantee 
that he and his friends would get new pro- 
visions in place of those that had been so wan- 
tonly destroyed. If Lent had a grievance 
against him, he had a grievance against Lent. 
It was a clear case of tit for tat. 

But he did not want any legal trouble, for 
his mother and father, he knew, would be morti- 
fied if his name should be involved in any 
police matter, no matter how innocent he might 
be of wrong intent. 

Nor did he want it blurted around town by 
Sandy and Lent that he was keeping something 
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that belonged to the latter. If they told the 
whole story, he would not care. But he 
knew that they would carefully refrain from 
telling about their looting of the camp. He 
did not like the idea of being put on the de- 
fensive. 

“‘It would be hard though for Lent to ex- 
plain just why his pin was found in the spring 
close to our ruined provisions,’? Rooster 
pointed out, as the boys were discussing the 
incident. 

“Yes, that would take some little explain- 
ing,’’ agreed Garry. 

‘More than that, they really admitted it,’’ 
said Ted. ‘‘Don’t you remember that Sandy 
said they did it for a joke, or words to that 
effect ?’’ 

‘‘Coming right down to brass tacks, Garry, 
just what will you do with the pin in case those 
guys don’t come across with the provisions?”’ 
queried Nick Danter. 

‘‘Oh, I’d give it back to Lent, of course,’’ re- 
plied Garry. ‘‘Two wrongs don’t make a right, 
and to keep the pin would be a high-handed 
method of collecting debts, not to mention that 
the pin is probably worth a good deal more 
than our provisions. But I’m going to wait a 
day or two to see if my bluff works. If it 
doesn’t, I’ll give the pin back anyway, and 
then we’ll take pay for the provisions out of 
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Lent’s hide. He isn’t going to get away scot 
free, you can bet your life!’ 

‘‘Well, that being settled, let’s forget it for 
a while,’’ suggested Ted. ‘‘There’s no use 
letting this thing spoil the few days of vaca- 
tion we have left. Whew, it’s hot! Let’s clean 
up the camp and go for a swim.”’ 

‘“‘And do a little fishing at the same time,’’ 
added Nick. ‘‘I don’t want to do any tramp- 
ing to town on such a hot day as this promises 
to be.”’ 

‘‘We’ll get so after a while that we’ll be 
ashamed to look a fish in the face,’’ laughed 
Garry. ‘‘But perhaps we can stand one more 
day of it.’’ 

With the exception of Bill, who still felt weak 
and was left in charge of the camp, they set 
forth. The fish were biting well, and the boys 
soon found that it would not be necessary to go 
to town that day to replenish their supplies. 

‘‘We’ll give those guys one more day to re- 
turn our stuff,’’? said Rooster. ‘‘But if they 
don’t turn up to-morrow, we’ll have to put in 
enough to last us for the rest of the vacation.”’ 

‘‘T’m mighty glad my life doesn’t depend 
upon those fellows doing the right thing,’’ re- 
marked Ted Dillingham unbelievingly. 

‘‘T’d hate to have to hold my breath till they 
came across, that’s a fact,’’ added Nick. 

But on the next day Ted and Nick were 
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forced to eat their words and admit with the 
other boys that for once they had been wrong 
in their estimation of what would happen. 

It was about noon, and they were all sprawled 
about on the turf in front of their tent, plan- 
ning a trip into the village for provisions. 
No one wanted the task, but they were begin- 
ning to weary of a constant diet of fish, and 
had reached the point where a can of baked 
beans would have tasted like ambrosia. 

Garry was preparing a number of straws of 
different sizes so that the boys might draw 
lots as to who was to go when the crackling of 
dried twigs in the woods announced the ap- 
proach of some one to the camp. 

They all jumped to their feet, on guard 
against a possible raid by Sandy and his crowd. 
But they were agreeably surprised to see that 
the newcomer was a stranger and alone. 

As the latter advanced with a smile, the 
tense attitudes of the boys relaxed. The man 
was a harmless looking fellow with fair hair, 
blue eyes, and a friendly expression. 

‘‘Hello!’? he said, as he looked from one to 
the other of the group. ‘‘You look as though 
you were not expecting me, although I have my 
reasons for believing that you ought to be.’’ 

‘‘Ought to be what?’’ asked Garry, on his 
guard again at this queer salutation. 

‘Wxpecting me,’’ repeated the stranger, with 


40 Garry Grayson Showing His Speed 


a broader smile. ‘‘I come from Sandy Podder 
and Lent Stewart with a peace offering, if you 
can call it that.’’ 

The boys exchanged glances. It seemed al- 
most incredible, though they had been half ex- 
pecting it. 

‘‘Where is this peace offering, as you call 
it?’’ asked Garry cautiously. 

‘‘TIn my flivver on the back road,’’ was the 
answer. ‘‘Won’t you come and have a look at 
it?’’ Seeing that the boys still hesitated, the 
man added: ‘‘I wanted to be sure that I had 
brought enough, and I thought you might help 
me carry the stuff into camp.’’ 

The boys still feared a trick, knowing Sandy 
and Lent as well as they did. For all they 
knew, this might be a confederate of theirs 
seeking to lead them into an ambush. 

‘“Why didn’t Lent Stewart and Sandy Pod- 
der come along themselves?’’ asked Bill Sher- 
wood. 

The man grinned, then lowered one eyelid in 
a confidential wink. 

‘*Between you and me I’ve a notion they 
weren’t over anxious to meet you fellows,”’ 
he said. ‘‘Shouldn’t wonder if you treated 
them rather rough the last time they were 
here.’’ 

Bill grinned. 

‘*You said it, stranger! And all we ask is a 


The Flag of Truce 41 


chance to do it over again with some fancy 
trimmings thrown in.’’ 

“Probably that’s the idea they had in mind,”’ 
drawled the man. ‘‘Now suppose you step 
over with me and take a look at the stuff I’ve 
got in my flivver.’’ 

The boys followed the man to the road that 
ran back of the camp. Their eyes darted right 
and left, but they saw no sign of others in the 
woods as they passed. 

They were still further convinced that all 
was well when they saw the provisions piled 
up in the tonneau of the old weather-beaten, 
ramshackle Ford. 

‘‘Looks like enough for an army,’’ exulted 
Bill. 

‘‘Yum-yum!’’ cried Ted. ‘‘ Bacon, eggs, ham, 
and sardines! Makes me hungry just to look 
at them.”’ 

‘‘Hiven at that, there are some things miss- 
ing,’’? said Garry, searching among the pack- 
ages. ‘‘We had a big bag of flour and several 
cartons of sugar.’’ 

“Then that’s my fault,’’ said the man. 
‘“<Those boys really mean to do the right thing 
—that is, always provided you’re willing to 
do the right thing too and give back Lent’s 
pin 99 

“That goes without saying,’’ interrupted 
Garry. ‘‘Neither Lent Stewart nor anybody 
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else has ever known us to go back on our part 
of a bargain.’’ 

‘“‘That’s fine,’’? rejoined the stranger heart- 
ily. ‘‘In that case, it ought to be all the easier 
to come to terms. I was just going to say that 
if I’ve left anything out of what they told me 
to buy, I will make it good in money—always 
acting for the two boys, of course. Spot cash,”’ 
he continued, drawing some money from his 
pocket. ‘‘Just how much do you figure you 
ought to have to make things right?’’ 

It was evident that Lent was coming down 
handsomely, and it was clear that he was so 
anxious to get back his pin that he did not 
care to haggle about trifles. Of course it was 
pure self-interest on his part. If the boys had 
not had the good fortune to find the emerald 
pin they could have whistled for their pro- 
visions. 

They figured up roughly the value of such 
provisions as were lacking in the restitution, 
and the stranger paid it over without protest. 

Then together they carried the provisions 
into camp. 

‘‘Now we’ll keep our part of the bargain,’’ 
said Garry and got out his roll of surgical cot- 
ton. 

He drew from its fold the emerald pin and 
handed it over to the stranger. The man ac- 
cepted it with a gratified smile, wrapped it 
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carefully in a handkerchief, and put it care- 
fully in an inside pocket. 

“‘Lent will be mighty glad to get this back,’’ 
he said. ‘‘It was lucky for him that you boys 
found it.’’ 

“‘He’s sort of careless with his jewelry,’ re- 
torted Rooster. ‘‘Tell him that the next time 
he comes knocking up camps he’d better leave 
it at home.’’ 

‘Might not be a bad idea,’’ agreed the other. 
‘““Well, so long. I must be getting back.’’ 

The boys went with the man as far as the 
road and watched him while he cranked the 
flivver. 

‘“‘Sorry you can’t stay to supper,’’ said Bill 
hospitably, as the dilapidated machine started 
down the road. ‘‘Something tells me we’re 
going to have a good feed to-night.’’ 

‘‘Some other time,’’ replied the stranger, as 
he waved his hand to the group. 

“Did my bluff work?’’ asked Garry exult- 
ingly of his mates, as they turned back toward 
the camp. 

‘“‘T’m saying that it did!’’ exclaimed Roos- 
ter, with deep satisfaction. ‘‘We’ve got the 
grub and Lent’s got his pin. What could be 
sweeter ?’’ 


CHAPTER VI 
A Rupe AWAKENING 


‘¢WuooprrE!’’ cried Nick Danter, as he looked 
longingly at the pile of provisions heaped up 
on the rough table of the camp. ‘‘What I’m 
going to do to that stuff is a shame!’’ 

‘‘Same here,’’ admitted Ted. ‘‘And in order 
that we may be in our best form, let’s work up 
the right kind of an appetite by taking a hike 
through the woods and finishing off with a 
swim. We were so busy catching fish we didn’t 
get our swim this morning.’’ 

‘‘Suits me,’’ said Garry. ‘‘We won’t have 
many more chances before school begins.’’ 

‘‘But while we’re hiking, who’s to guard the 
grub?”’ asked Nick. ‘‘I shouldn’t wonder if 
Sandy and Lent, after they’ve got back the 
pin, would get the idea of coming back and do- 
ing up the camp a second time. I[’ll bet they’re 
gritting their teeth now because they had to 
send us those provisions.’’ 

‘You fellows go along,’’ said Bill. ‘‘And 
don’t worry about the grub. I’ll stay here and 
watch it.’’ 

44 
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The boys had a glorious hike and a still 
more glorious swim, and when they got back 
toward evening their appetites were sharpened 
to arazor edge. Their satisfaction was height- 
ened by the fact that Bill Sherwood had well 
employed his time in getting ready such a sup- 
per as they had not eaten since the rough- 
housing of their camp. And the pleasure they 
had in devouring it to the last crumb was in- 
creased by the reflection that the two bullies 
had been forced ‘‘to eat crow’’ and for once in 
their lives to right a wrong. 

‘We'll have to look out for them when we 
get back to Lenox, though,’’ cautioned Roos- 
ter, as all lounged on the grass some time later. 
‘<They’ll try to get us in bad some way or an- 
other.’’ 

‘‘Sure,’’? assented Nick. ‘‘They’ve got a 
worse grudge than ever against us now. 
Getting thrown out of Lenox High hasn’t 
improved their naturally sweet disposi- 
tions.”’ 

“You said it! And they blame us for the 
whole thing, when really it was Cal Yates that 
got on the hot scent,’’ chuckled Garry. 

‘<The worst of fellows like Sandy and Lent,’’ 
philosophized Bill, ‘‘is that they can’t lose 
gracefully. They put up a dirty game on you 
and then get as mad at you if you don’t let 
them pull it off as though you had started the 
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whole thing. They make me sick! Why can’t 
they leave us alone, anyway?’’ 

‘They won’t be satisfied until they get even, 
I suppose,’’ mused Garry. ‘‘But I don’t see 
what special harm they can do us, now that 
they’ve been expelled from Lenox High.’’ 

“They can’t bother us in school, but there’s 
nothing to hinder them doing what they want 
outside,’’ Rooster Long pointed out. ‘‘As long 
as they live in Lenox we’ll probably have 
trouble with them. They simply can’t be 
decent.”’ ; 

‘‘Well, this is one time we’ve put it over on 
them, anyway,’’ remarked Bill. ‘‘Say, fellows, 
I’ll put it to you. Did that dinner taste good? 
Am I a good cook or am I not?”’ 

‘<They don’t come any better,’’ admitted 
Garry. ‘‘In fact, fellows, I think we ought to 
let Bill do all the cooking for the rest of the 
time that we’re in camp.”’ 

‘‘Second the motion!’’ exclaimed Ted. 

‘“Not on your life, you lazy swabs!’’ returned 
Bill. ‘‘Of course you’re bum cooks, but you’ll 
all take your turn.”’ 

The few remaining days of vacation passed 
swiftly, bringing the boys to the morning when 
they would have to return to Lenox and once 
more take up their neglected books. 

Much as they had enjoyed the weeks they 
had spent camping on the shores of Bass Lake, 
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the day that saw the end of the loafing season 
found them full of cheerful anticipation. 

It must be admitted that the resumption of 
their studies was not chiefly in their thoughts, 
though they all maintained a good rank in their 
elasses. Football was the chief magnet. 

The lure of the game was a potent one to 
Garry Grayson and his chums, and they were 
never so happy as when on the line of scrim- 
mage waiting for the crisp signals of their cap- 
tain. 

So now, on the morning of their return to 
town, they went to the work of breaking up 
camp with a will, eagerly prophesying future 
victories for the Lenox eleven. 

‘“We’ve got to get the flag again this year,’’ 
declared Rooster with determination. 

‘‘T hope so,’’ returned Garry, as a picture of 
the gridiron rose before his eyes. ‘‘But we’ll 
have to work like the mischief to make our 
dream come true.’’ 

‘“‘Hey, you haven’t got that rope loose from 
its moorings, Ted,’’ warned Nick, as his com- 
rade yanked vainly at one end of the tent. 
‘“‘One thing at a time and that done well A 

‘“‘Say, quit your preaching,’’ Ted retorted. 
‘‘Leave that to Mr. Blythe and the other teach- 
ers. We’ll get plenty of it when we get back 
to school.’’ 

‘“‘Sure! So why anticipate?’’ agreed Garry. 
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“‘Some one give me a hand with this blanket 
roll, will you? It’s one too many for me to 
manage alone.’’ 

‘Wonder if Mr. Phillips will coach us again 
this year,’’ conjectured Rooster, as he went to 
Garry’s assistance. 

‘“‘Haven’t heard anything about Mr. Gar- 
win’s coming back,’’ returned Garry. ‘‘For 
my part I’d much rather have Mr. Phillips. 
He gets his way with the fellows without bully- 
ing them, and it seems to me that they work 
better under him than they ever did under 
Coach Garwin. Not but what Mr. Garwin knew 
the game all right. But that tongue of his 
rasped you until you bled. Mr. Phillips 
catches more flies with molasses than Al Gar- 
win ever did with vinegar.’’ 

‘‘Now we’re started I can’t wait to get 
back,’’ put in Bill Sherwood, changing the sub- 
ject. ‘‘Sling me that bathing suit, will you, 
Garry? If somebody can tell me how to pack 
all this stuff into my grip I’ll be obliged to him. 
It would take a wizard to pull the trick.”’ 

However, despite their grumbling, the boys 
made record time in their packing, and before 
noon had everything loaded upon Bill’s ‘‘one- 
lung’’ motor boat, ready to start down the 
stream that issued from Bass Lake and led 
straight to Lenox. 

They had prepared a lunch that morning be- 
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fore packing up what remained of their pro- 
visions, and sat down to eat this before start- 
ing on their journey. 

“Our last meal in camp,’’ remarked Carry, 
with a tinge of regret as he munched a sand- 
wich. ‘‘We’ve had one bully time, anyway!’’ 

‘‘Something to think about when we’re 
buried deep in winter snows,’’ grinned Bill. 
‘‘Well, if you’re all ready, we’ll haul up the 
anchor and set sail for home.”’ 

‘A tall order, seeing that we have neither 
anchor nor sail,’’ gibed Rooster. 

‘A mere figure of speech,’’ returned Bill 
complacently. ‘‘What I meant was that we’d 
have a squint at this engine of mine and see if 
it was in good humor.”’ 

‘‘Speak gently to it,’’ begged Garry. ‘‘Re- 
member that we’re a long way from home and 
don’t want to get stuck in mid-stream.’’ 

But Bill had his own way of handling the 
cranky motor of the launch, and it was not long 
before they were chugging briskly down the 
lake in the direction of Lenox. They made 
their destination without mishap or delay, and 
tied up at the dock with a feeling of elation. 

‘“‘Home again from a foreign shore,’’ sang 
Rooster. 

‘There seems to be a lot of others coming 
home, too,’?’ remarked Bill. ‘‘Look at the 
crowd just docked from the river steamer,*’ 


50 Garry Grayson Showing His Speed 


‘‘T’m looking,’’ replied Ted. ‘‘And I see a 
couple of fellows that look familiar to me.”’ 

His friends followed the direction of his gaze 
and saw approaching them along the dock two 
boys whom they had occasion to know only too 
well. They were Sandy Podder and Lent Stew- 
art, the former swaggering as was his custom, 
the latter with a heavy frown on his dissipated 
face. 

‘“‘They’re coming toward us,’’ said Rooster, 
in some surprise. ‘‘I had an idea that at the 
first sight of us they’d be legging it in another 
direction.’’ 

‘‘Perhaps they would have speech with us,’’ 
grinned Nick. 

“<They’ll have more than speech with us if 
they don’t look out,’’ muttered Bill. 

By this time Sandy and Lent had come within 
hailing distance. They halted—not too near 
the boys—and Lent called out in an angry 
voice: 

‘“How about that emerald pin? Are you go- 
ing to give it up or shall I have to go to the 
police?’’ 


CHAPTER VII 
In a Bap Fix 


THE surprise of the boys at this unlooked 
for hail from Lent Stewart was genuine. They 
were half amused, half angry. 

‘“What kind of an over-ripe joke do you call 
that?’’ scoffed Nick. ‘‘Come again, if you 
want an answer.”’ 

Lent Stewart came a pace nearer, scowling 
wrathfully. 

‘‘T’m sick of that sort of talk,’’ he growled. 
“Suppose you tell me whether you’re going to 
give me my emerald pin or not. You’ve stalled 
long enough.’’ 

“Oh, we’ve stalled long enough, have we?’’ 
Bill’s hands were doubling into fists, and sev- 
eral lounging vacationists were looking cu- 
riously in his direction, half hoping for a 
fight. 

Garry Grayson touched his belligerent friend 
on the shoulder. 

‘‘Hasy has it, Bill,’? he said. ‘‘Suppose we 
get the straight of this.’’ 

He turned to Lent Stewart. 

51 
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“‘Do you mean to say that you haven’t got 
your stickpin back?’’ he asked. 

‘“‘Ts that a joke?’’ snapped Lent. ‘‘The last 
I knew of that pin you had it and refused to 
give it back to me.’’ 

‘‘That’s not so and you know it,’’ broke in 
Rooster Long hotly. ‘‘Garry said 8 

‘‘Wait a minute, Rooster.’? Garry was 
plainly puzzled. ‘‘There’s something mighty 
queer about this. I told you I’d give back your 
pin if you would make good the damage you did 
to our camp. Isn’t that true, Stewart?’’ 

The pair admitted grudgingly that it was. 

‘Well then, when you sent up the pro- 
visions s¥ 

‘‘Sent up what?’’ cried Sandy and Lent to- 
gether. 

Their amazement was evidently genuine. 
Again the chums exchanged startled glances. 
They were beginning to feel uneasy, and Garry 
especially had a sinking sensation in the pit of 
his stomach. 

‘“You mean that you didn’t send up a flivver 
to our camp loaded with provisions?’’ Garry 
asked. 

For answer Sandy and Lent set up a shout 
of laughter. 

‘‘Watch us do that!’’ cried Sandy, hugely 
tickled at the thought. ‘‘That’s a good one, 
that is! Sent up a load of provisions, did we? 
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Ha-ha! That’s the best I’ve heard for a long 
time.’’ 

““Tt did seem too decent to be your work,”’ re- 
torted Garry, his eyes blazing with scorn. ‘‘We 
might have known that skunks like you never 
could play fair. It’s all our fault for believing 
that you could do the right thing if you tried.”’ 

‘But wait a minute. I can’t get this thing 
straight at all,’’ cried Rooster, roughing his 
hair until his comb stood up more militantly 
than ever. ‘‘If these two sneaks didn’t send up 
the provisions, who did?”’ 

‘Somebody that played you for a lot of suck- 
ers, probably,’’ replied Sandy, still too amused 
to be angry. ‘‘He thought you looked like a 
bunch of nuts, and so he cracked you. Ha-ha!”’ 

‘¢Hasy there, Sandy Podder, or your nut may 
join the heap of cracked ones,’’ warned Bill in 
an ominous tone. ‘‘I’ve heard that the plank- 
ing of this dock is all-fired hard, if you hit it 
right.’’ 

‘‘Say, listen! I’d like to get some sense 
out of this.’’ Lent was gaining in self-con- 
fidence by the moment. For once he could see 
that Garry and his friends were on the wrong 
side of the fence, and he was determined to 
profit as much as possible by their discom- 
fiture. 

‘‘Tt seems to me,’’ he growled, ‘‘that I’m the 
loser all around in this thing. You say some 
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one came up to your camp with a flivver 
load of provisions?’’ 

The question was addressed directly to 
Garry, who nodded dumbly. Garry was wor- 
ried, and his face betrayed the fact. Who was 
the man to whom he had given Lent’s emerald 
pin? 

‘¢And I suppose you thought the provisions 
came from us?’’ Lent continued. 

‘‘We actually thought that you and Sandy 
had decided to do the decent thing for the first 
time in your lives,’’ said Garry, looking stead- 
ily at him. 

‘¢And you gave that man my pin?’’ went on 
Lent. 

‘‘The man said he came from you,’’ Garry 
replied slowly. ‘‘He seemed to know all about 
the emerald pin and how you had lost it. The 
provisions seemed to be proof that he was tell- 
ing the truth. He said he would leave them, 
provided we would return the emerald pin. Of 
course we agreed.’’ 

‘‘Of course you did and played right into 
his hands,’’ sneered Lent. ‘‘Of all the bone- 
head stunts! So you gave him my emerald 
pin?’’ 

‘‘He said he would take it to you,’’ Garry 
replied, feeling at the same time how weak his 
defense was. 

‘‘Oh! He said!’’? sneered Lent. ‘‘He said{ 
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Of course he could say anything. So a com- 
mon thief has my stickpin, and all be- 
cause——”’’ 

‘“‘Wait a minute,’? Sandy interrupted. A 
gleam of understanding came into his eyes as 
he faced the boys. ‘‘What did this man look 
like? Did he have light hair?”’’ 

Garry nodded, immensely chagrined. 

‘‘He had light hair and blue eyes,’’ he re- 
plied. ‘‘ About medium height, as I remember.’’ 

Sandy turned to Lent excitedly. 

‘“T bet it’s the same fellow who heard us 
talking in the woods that day!’’ he exclaimed. 

““What fellow?’’ asked Rooster, pricking up 
his ears. 

‘‘Lent was talking about his pin and how he 
was going to get even with you fellows,’’ ex- 
plained Sandy, ‘‘and I told him the best way 
to get it back without a fight was to send up 
some stuff from the general store, reminding 
him of what you said about returning the pin 
if we made good on the provisions. Lent didn’t 
seem to see it that way 2 

‘“‘He wouldn’t!’’ growled Bill. 

‘‘And while we were arguing about it,’’ 
went on Sandy, ‘‘we heard a sound behind us 
in the woods and turned to see a man walking 
away.’’ 

‘‘Yes, and it was a fair-haired man of about 
medium height, though we didn’t ask to see the 
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color of his eyes,’’ said Lent in an ugly voice. 
*¢That was the thief, all right!’’ 

“‘Well, all I’ve got to say is that he had his 
nerve with him!’ said Ted Dillingham. ‘‘This 
fellow thinks he’ll bring us some stuff from the 
store, says he comes from you and we'll give 
him the pin! Pretty slick!”’ 

‘“‘Well, that’s the way it worked out, didn’t 
it?’’ sneered Lent. ‘‘Fellows like you surely 
make the world easy for crooks.’’ 

‘‘Oh, I don’t know,’’ returned Garry. ‘‘We 
haven’t made it especially easy for you, have 
we??? 

Lent Stewart looked angry, but made no re- 
sponse to this. 

‘‘He must have thought the pin was pretty 
valuable to take a chance like that,’’ mused 
Nick. 

‘“‘He knew the pin was valuable,’’ put in 
Sandy, with a chuckle. Sandy Podder was en- 
joying himself hugely. It was not his pin that 
was lost. ‘‘I expect that while we were talk- 
ing our fair-haired friend overheard Lent tell 
me what his father had paid for the pin.’’ 

‘(Just what was that?’’ asked Garry. 
“‘Surely that stickpin wasn’t worth more than 
twenty-five or thirty dollars.’’ 

“‘Twenty-five or thirty dollars!’’ spluttered 
Lent, his face growing red. ‘‘Say, that’s an- 
other joke! The stone in that pin is a flawless, 
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genuine emerald, and my father paid a clean 
five hundred dollars for it!’ 

‘‘Wive hundred dollars!’’ It was the camp- 
ers’ turn to look startled. 

“Yeah!’’ snarled Lent. ‘‘Maybe if you’d 
known that before, you’d have been a little 
more careful in giving away my pin. How 
about it?’’ 

‘¢What did you lose it for in the first place?’ 
cried Garry, his chagrin giving way to anger. 
‘“What did you come sneaking round our camp 
for—thieves yourselves—stealing our provi- 
sions ? 

‘““Steal! What do you mean, steal?’’ 
growled Lent. 

‘<Just what I say!’’ returned Garry. ‘‘You 
stole provisions from our camp, carried them 
away, and dumped them into the spring. It was 
just as bad as though you had taken that much 
money out of our pockets. You’re as much 
thieves as the fair-haired man was a thief. If 
you lost your pin, you deserved to lose it, and 
you needn’t try to put the responsibility on 
us!?’ 

‘“‘The police will put the responsibility on 
you, all right,’? growled Lent, backing away 
before Garry’s threatening attitude. ‘‘You’ve 
got to make good the price of my pin.”’ 

‘‘Oh, get out of here before we throw you 
out,’’ eried Bill, losing patience. °** What do you 
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say, Garry, shall we pitch ’em into the river?”’ 

‘‘Might be a good idea,’’ acquiesced Garry, 
but by this time their enemies were backing 
away rather hastily. 

“You'll get trouble out of this all right!’’ 
cried Lent, then retreated as Garry made a 
move toward him. 

The chums watched the pair until they dis- 
appeared. Then they turned and looked at 
each other sheepishly. 

‘“What do you know about that?’’ asked 
Nick. 

‘“T know we’ve been taken in like a bunch of 
saps,’’ said Garry ruefully. ‘‘Say, but it makes 
me mad when I think how that thief must have 
laughed when he got away with the loot.’’ 

‘“‘Wive hundred dollars!’’ ejaculated Roos 
ter. ‘‘I wonder if the pin was really worth that 
much.”’ 

‘“Whether it was or not, we’re in for a spell 
of trouble and it’s all my fault!’’ and Garry 
frowned. ‘‘Gee, but I’d like to lay my hands 
on that fair-haired crook!’’ 


CHAPTER VIII 
Tse EmMerautp STICKPIN 


AurHouceH the boys tried to make light of 
this unexpected turn in the controversy over 
Lent Stewart’s scarfpin, they were secretly un- 
easy lest the incident have serious conse- 
quences. 

Just what Lent could do about it, they were 
not quite sure, but, knowing the malignity of 
the two young rascals, the boys were convinced 
that they would make as much trouble for 
Garry Grayson and his chums as they could. 
Even outside of any legal steps that might be 
taken against Garry, who had been the one to 
actually hand the pin to the light-haired man, 
they would at least do all they could to hurt 
Garry’s reputation by spreading the news 
broadcast in a distorted form. 

‘“We’ve had so much trouble with those fel- 
lows that I hate to have any more,’’ remarked 
Garry uncomfortably. ‘‘When dad hears of 
this he’ll probably think that I ought to have 
given up the stickpin at once in order to avoid 


a fuss.”’ 
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‘“‘T now wish we had,’’ observed Rooster 
Long thoughtfully. ‘‘But who thought that 
sickly looking green thing was worth five hun- 
dred dollars?’’ 

‘“‘T don’t believe it yet,’’? replied Garry. 
“They probably tucked on a lot to make it 
sound good.”’ 

But that in this one particular at least Lent 
Stewart had told the truth Garry was con- 
vinced when Mr. Stewart called at the Gray- 
son home that very evening. 

Garry himself opened the door, and his 
heart sank when he recognized the unexpected 
caller, whom he knew by sight. 

He had not yet told his father about the inci- 
dent of the stickpin, though he had meant to 
before he went to bed that night. But he had 
put off the evil moment as long as possible. 
And now here was Mr. Stewart, and Garry 
knew that the call had only one meaning. He 
could be depended on, Garry thought miserably, 
to put the very worst light on the occurrence. 

But he welcomed the father of his enemy 
politely and ushered him into the library. 

‘‘My father is just finishing supper,’’ he 
said. ‘‘Take a seat and I’ll call him.’’ 

Mr. Stewart favored him with an icy stare 
that did not add to Garry’s comfort. 

Mr. Grayson was lingering over a second cup 
of coffee when Garry went into the dining- 
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room. Garry’s twin sister, Ella, had helped 
herself to a second dish of dessert, and Mrs. 
Grayson was sitting quietly relaxed, viewing 
the scene with contented eyes. 

Garry went around to his father’s side, 
started to speak, and hesitated, slowly growing 
red. 

‘What is it, son?’’ asked Mr. Grayson, look- 
ing up at him witha smile. ‘‘You seem to have 
something on your mind.”’ 

“‘Mr. Stewart’s in the library, Dad,’’ Garry 
blurted out desperately. ‘‘He wants to see 
you.’’ 

‘Wonder what he wants,’’ mused Mr. Gray- 
son as he rose. ‘‘What’s the matter? You 
and Lent been in a scrimmage again?’’ 

‘A pretty bad one, I’m afraid, Dad,’’ ad- 
mitted Garry, his face growing still redder. 
‘‘Perhaps you’d better go in there and let Mr. 
Stewart tell you about it.’’ 

‘‘T’d rather hear you tell it, son,’’ Mr. Gray- 
son said gravely. ‘‘If you’ve been in any sort 
of scrape with Lent Stewart, why haven’t I 
heard of it before?’’ 

“‘T was going to tell you, Dad——’’ 

‘‘But you kept putting it off,’’ Mr. Grayson 
finished, as Garry hesitated. ‘‘Well, come 
along, son. Whatever it is, we’ll face the music 
together.”’ 

Lent’s father was standing before one of the 
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rows of bookshelves when father and son en- 
tered the room. He was a tall, broad- 
shouldered man, carefully dressed and with a 
pompous air that bordered on the offensive. 

‘‘T have come on a matter of business, not, 
I am sorry to say, entirely pleasant, Mr. Gray- 
son,’’ the visitor said, as he seated himself at 
Mr. Grayson’s invitation. ‘‘Perhaps we could 
come to a friendly agreement if we discussed 
the matter alone.’’ 

‘‘T understand that my boy has been in some 
kind of a mix-up with yours, Mr. Stewart,’’ re- 
plied Mr. Grayson. ‘‘And since it is all news 
to me I should prefer to have Garry present. 
He ought to have a chance to speak for him- 
self,’’ he added, with a pleasant smile. 

“‘Tt is about an emerald stickpin of consid- 
erable value,’’ continued the visitor. ‘‘My boy 
claims that this pin got into the possession of 
your son and that he will not, or rather at pres- 
ent cannot, restore it.’’ 

Mr. Grayson frowned. 

‘‘This is rather a serious charge, Mr. Stew- 
art,’’ he said. ‘‘Perhaps you will oblige me by 
going into details. Wait a minute, Garry,’’ he 
added, as the boy started to interrupt. ‘Mr. 
Stewart has the floor at present. I’ll hear you 
later.’’ 

‘‘T understand my son lost the pin near the 
place where your boy was camping for the 
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summer,’’ Mr. Stewart went on, ‘‘and that 
your son found it and refused to return it.”’ 

“Just a minute, Garry,’’ commanded his 
father, as Garry again tried to speak. 

‘“‘Then later through some misapprehen- 
sion,’’ continued Mr. Stewart, looking at Garry 
as though to say by calling it ‘‘misapprehen- 
sion’’ he was showing great leniency, ‘‘your 
boy gave the pin to a man who posed as agent 
for my son. So you see that we cannot avoid 
holding Garry responsible for the loss of a very 
valuable pin.’’ 

‘““How valuable?’’ asked Mr. Grayson 
quietly. 

“‘T gave the pin to Lent myself for a birth- 
day present,’’ replied Mr. Stewart. ‘‘I know 
its value to a cent. It cost five hundred dol- 
lars.’’ 

Mr. Grayson started. 

‘<Five hundred dollars!’’ he repeated. ‘‘That 
seems an expensive article of jewelry to give 
to a mere boy—well, well, we won’t go into 
that, as it concerns only yourself. This is most 
unfortunate, Mr. Stewart.’’ 

‘“‘Dad!’’? Garry had restrained himself as 
long as humanly possible. ‘‘May I ask Mr. 
Stewart a question?’’ 

‘“‘T hardly see how he can object to that, a 
said Mr. Grayson, looking inquiringly at Mr. 
Stewart, who nodded grudging assent. 
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‘¢Then I’d like to know, Mr. Stewart, if Lent 
told you how he came to lose the pin.’’ 

Mr. Stewart made a pompous gesture of his 
hand. 

“‘T can’t see what that has to do with it,’’ he 
answered. ‘‘As a matter of fact, I don’t remem- 
ber that Lent told me how he lost it. He was 
merely walking through the woods, I imagine.’’ 

‘‘He and Sandy rough-housed our camp 
while we were away,’’ said Garry, turning to 
his father. ‘‘They broke and spoiled all they 
could, ripped up our shirts, broke our fishing 
tackle, mixed the salt and sugar together, stole 
what provisions they didn’t scatter on the 
ground and dumped some of the stuff into the 
spring. That’s where we found the stickpin 
—at the bottom of the spring near a lot of our 
spoiled goods.’’ 

‘‘A contemptible trick,’? commented Mr. 
Grayson coldly. ‘‘But why did you keep the 
pin?’’ he asked, looking at his son with a 
heightened interest. 

‘‘Lent and Sandy Podder came back to camp 
to look for it about twelve o’clock the same 
night,’’ replied Garry. ‘‘I told Lent that 
we’d return the pin when he sent us enough 
provisions to make up for what he and Sandy 
Podder had ruined.”’ 

‘That seemed fair enough,’’ remarked Mr. 
Grayson, with a glance toward his visitor. 
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“‘T can’t agree with you there,’”’ returned Mr. 
Stewart stiffly. ‘‘The provisions were worth 
at the most a few dollars, while the pin was 
worth hundreds.”’ 

‘We had no idea of the value of the pin,”’ 
Garry broke in quickly. ‘‘We thought it was 
just an ordinary scarfpin, worth perhaps 
twenty or thirty dollars.’’ 

‘‘Then I take it that Lent did not accept your 
proposition?’’ asked Mr. Grayson. 

Garry shook his head. 

‘‘Tt turned out that he didn’t,’’ he answered. 
‘““But a man came to the camp a little later 
claiming to be Lent’s agent. He had food stuff 
in a flivver which, he said, Lent had sent on 
condition that we’d give back his pin.”’ 

‘¢And you gave him the emerald pin?’’ asked 
Mr. Grayson, looking grave again. 

Garry nodded, and went on to explain that 
he and the boys believed thoroughly that Lent 
had got back his pin until that morning, when 
they had landed at the Lenox dock. 

‘“‘So you see he admits it,’’ was Mr. Stew- 
art’s comment on Garry’s story. ‘‘Whether 
through carelessness or not, my boy has 
lost a valuable pin, and your boy is to blame for 
not having handed it over to him in the first 
place.”’ 

‘‘Tt seems to me your boy is to blame for 
having lost it in the way he did,’’ retorted Mr. 
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Grayson dryly. ‘‘However, I admit that it was 
careless of the boys to give over the pin with- 
out having examined into the credentials of the 
messenger. They were wrong of course to as- 
sume that this man was a genuine agent with- 
out looking for proof. But you must remem- 
ber, Mr. Stewart, that boys are not apt to be 
so particular about such matters as we are.”’ 

‘‘That is true, of course,’’ admitted their vis- 
itor. ‘‘But meanwhile my boy has lost a very 
valuable pin, an unusually clear, perfect emer- 
ald that we shall find it difficult to replace.’’ 

‘‘And you want to know what I am going to 
do about it?’? asked Mr. Grayson pleasantly. 

The other smiled. 

‘““That’s about it,’’ he agreed. 

‘“Well, of course we will do our best to trace 
the rascal, with the object of regaining the pin 
if possible,’’ said Mr. Grayson. ‘‘If that 
fails id 

““Yes,’? prompted Mr. Stewart, as his host 
paused. 

“‘T will make good the loss of the pin per- 
sonally,’’? promised Mr. Grayson. 


CHAPTER Ix 
Pickine THE FootTsBaLt ELEVEN 


“‘T’m awfully sorry, Dad, that I’ve let you in 
for this,’’ said Garry miserably, when the door 
had closed upon their visitor. 

“I’m sorry too,’’ returned Mr. Grayson. 
‘“Five hundred dollars is a lot of money to pay 
out unnecessarily. But I am legally and 
morally responsible, and it’s the only thing to 
do. Of course, we may find the thief, and I’ll 
take steps right away in that direction. But 
the chance is only a slender one.’’ 

“Do you blame me very much, Dad?’’ asked 
Garry. 

Mr. Grayson laid his hand affectionately 
upon the boy’s shoulder. 

‘‘Not very much,’’ he answered. ‘‘I suppose 
you did only what any high-spirited boy would 
be likely to do, seeing the way you and your 
mates were treated. You intended to do the 
right thing, but you were trying to make them 
do the right thing first. Of course, it was care- 
less to hand over the pin to that crook without 
making sure he came from Lent. But older 
people than you have done similar things. And 
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even if I have to pay Stewart the five hundred, 
I’m luckier than he is. I haven’t a son like 
Lent.’’ 

‘‘Gee, Dad, but you’re a sport!’’ 

Was it any wonder that Garry adored his 
father? 

During the few days that elapsed before the 
opening of school, Garry and his friends did 
their best to trace the crook, but without suc- 
cess. 

‘‘T ouess we’re not much good as detectives,”’ 
Rooster Long admitted despondently, after 
several days had passed. ‘‘Barring a stroke 
of good luck, it looks as if we’d seen the last of 
that pin, Garry.’’ 

‘And it looks as though my dad were out 
five hundred bucks,’’ said Garry mournfully. 

“Oh, come on and let’s have some practice in 
the back lot,’’ urged Bill Sherwood. ‘‘As de- 
tectives we’re fairly good football players. 
School opens day after to-morrow, and I’d like 
to get the feel of a football again before Mr. 
Phillips lines us up for inspection. What say?”’ 

The boys agreed joyfully and repaired to the 
open lot back of the Grayson house that had 
seen so much of their home practice. 

Punt! went the ball from Nick’s experienced 
foot. Rooster jumped to intercept it, and all 
but fumbled. 

‘‘Say, but my muscles need limbering up,”’ 
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he cried ruefully. ‘‘I nearly muffed it that 
time.’’ 

“<So we saw,’’ remarked Garry with a grin. 

Nick kicked again and Rooster caught the 
ball, tucked it under his arm and sped down the 
field at a merry clip. Bill made a flying tackle 
and both boys came to earth with a resounding 
thud. 

““Gee, I’m glad we’re on the same team, 
Bill!’’ cried Rooster, as he freed himself from 
Bill’s clutching arms and rose, still hugging 
the ball. ‘‘You sure knocked the breath out of 
me that time.”’ 

‘Come on, give me the ball,’’ called Garry. 
‘We'll do a little brushing up on signals. Now 
for that criss-cross play!’’ 

They had a glorious afternoon of practice, 
and by supper time felt confident that Coach 
Phillips would find them at the top of their 
form when he called them out on the field. 

The opening day of school found the boys 
alert and eager as they all trudged on together 
with their books depending from straps over 
their shoulders. 

‘‘There’s one thing to be thankful for,”’ 
philosophized Nick Danter as they neared the 
familiar entrance of Lenox High. ‘‘And that 
is that we won’t have to meet up any more 
with Lent Stewart or Sandy Podder—during 
class hours anyway. Lenox High never did a 
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better thing than chucking those fellows out.’’ 

‘They sure were a pest last year,’’ Ted 
agreed. ‘‘Couldn’t cross the campus without 
stumbling over them and getting in some sort 
of a row.”’ 

“‘Speaking of angels—or the other thing!’’ 
put in Garry. ‘‘Am I mistaken, or is that 
Sandy and Lent over near the gate talking to 
that crowd of fellows?”’ 

‘“‘Your eyesight is all right,’? Bill Sherwood 
assured him, his fists clenching involun- 
tarily. ‘‘I’d like to take a poke at them right 
now.’’ 

Garry was anxious to avoid any more trouble 
with Sandy and his gang, not for his own but 
his father’s sake. So now he passed the fel- 
lows as quickly as possible and on the other 
side of the street. But as he was entering the 
further gate he heard Sandy say sneeringly: 

‘‘See him sneak in on the other side. No 
wonder, either. I’ll bet he’s got that pin of 
Lent’s right now!’’ 

‘‘Come on, fellows,’’ Garry urged, his mouth 
grim with the effort he was making to control 
his temper. ‘‘I promised dad I wouldn’t get 
into any more trouble if I could help it, and 
the only way to keep that promise is to get 
away from here as soon as possible.”’ 

But his friends were bound by no such 
promise, and it was hard work for them to 
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swallow the gibe and go on without retaliating. 

‘*But if he spreads that kind of talk about 
you, it won’t do you any good in school, 
Garry,’’ Rooster protested. 

*‘T don’t think it will do me any particular 
harm, either,’? Garry answered cheerfully. 
‘*Since both Sandy and Lent were fired out of 
school last year, what they say can’t carry a 
great deal of weight. Let them rave.’’ 

Toward the end of the first week of school 
the football call was posted on the bulletin 
board, and there was the usual rush of appli- 
cants for the team. 

Mr. Phillips, bronzed and vigorous after the 
long vacation, greeted the boys cordially and 
gave his usual encouraging talk to the aspir- 
ants for football fame. 

‘‘Portunately our championship team of last 
year remains practically intact,’’ he said to a 
round of applause from the boys that crowded 
the gymnasium. ‘‘Commencement last year was 
kinder to us than in most years, and took only 
one of our first string men, Benny Knapp. 
He was a good player, steady and dependable, 
and the regulars will miss him this year.’’ 

There was a murmur of assent from the 
team mates of Benny, who had been deservedly 
popular, but instantly their thoughts turned to 
the question of who would be chosen in his 
place. 
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Ted Dillingham caught Mr. Phillips’s eye as 
it wandered quizzically over the eager group of 
second string men. The coach nodded to him, 
but even then Ted scarcely dared to believe in 
his good fortune. 

“‘T am going to put in his place a boy whose 
work you all must have noticed,’’ Mr. Phillips 
continued, still keeping his eye on Ted, ‘‘and 
who, I am confident from his past exploits on 
the gridiron, will fill the position acceptably. 
Step up, Dillingham,”’ he added, with a smile. 
‘‘No use hiding behind Sherwood. He can’t 
help you now.’’ 

There was a roar of laughter, and Ted was 
pushed forward, red and grinning. 

‘“‘Gee, Mr. Phillips, you don’t mean me, do 
you?’’ he asked. 

‘Tf there’s any one else here by the name of 
Theodore Dillingham, please step up,’’ said the 
coach. Then, as the laughter grew he turned 
gravely to Ted. ‘‘I guess it must have been 
you I meant, Dillingham. Get over there with 
the first string men, and see that you do as 
good work on the regulars this year as you did 
on the scrub last season. 

‘Now then, speaking of the scrubs, let’s have 
a look at them. Come out here, boys, and I’ll 
name a successor to Dillingham and fill two 
other vacant places.’’ 

This took some time, and Garry and his 
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chums were so busy in congratulating Ted that 
they did not pay much attention to this part of 
the proceedings. © 

When at last the first and second strings 
were complete, Mr. Phillips gave them a stir- 
ring talk about what he expected of them. 
What he said at the close had a special signifi- 
cance. 

‘““We nearly lost the championship last 
year,’’ he said, ‘‘because of special disturb- 
ing influences in the school. Those influences, 
I am happy to say, have been eliminated. I 
don’t want any recurrence of such happenings 
as last year nearly brought us to the brink of 
defeat. I can forgive anything in a player but 
disloyalty. Remember that you have got to 
keep the name of Lenox unstained. No per- 
sonal likes or dislikes must enter into your 
playing. You must forget yourselves entirely 
and fight only for the glory of Lenox. I would 
rather lose every game of the season than win 
one that had the least taint connected with it. 
A good football player must be first of all a 
gentleman. There’s no room in the game for 
muckers. 

‘‘That’s all, boys, except for one other thing. 
You’re all to get new outfits. There’s money 
enough in the athletic fund to provide them, 
and the athletic committee has determined on 
this as a special mark of appreciation for the 
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splendid way you won the championship last 
year.”’ 

There was an outburst of delighted cheers 
at this announcement. Then, after ordering 
both regulars and scrubs to report the next af- 
ternoon for practice, the coach dismissed them 
and they streamed out of the gymnasium full 
of enthusiasm for the coming struggles. 

‘‘Wonder where that new fellow on the 
scrubs came from,’’ remarked Bill, pointing to 
an unknown who had been chosen. 

‘‘Must have come to town only lately,’’ con- 
jectured Garry, looking at him with interest. 
‘‘T never saw him before.”’ 

“‘T heard Mr. Phillips call him Blitz, George 
Blitz,’? volunteered Nick. 

The subject of their conversation was a 
short, stocky boy, with a mop of black hair and 
a rather large, loose-lipped mouth. 

‘Looks like a Mex,’’ was Rooster’s com- 
ment. ‘‘At any rate, dress him up in a 
Mexican outfit and he’d be ready for the 
movies.”’ 

‘Muscle and speed count more than looks 
on the gridiron,’’ Garry reminded them. 

“‘And you’re apt to come out looking worse 
than when you went in,’’ chuckled Nick. ‘‘ What 
with guys stepping on your nose and romping 
on your collar bone, it’s a wonder there’s any 
of us good-looking fellows left.’’ 
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‘‘Where do you get that good-looking stuff?’’ 
asked Bill, with vast scorn. 

“‘Of course, I’m not such a prize beauty as 
you,’’ chaffed Nick. ‘‘All you need is a differ- 
ent nose, different eyes, different mouth and 
different ears. Outside of that you’re per- 
fect.’’ 

‘‘Quit your kidding,’’ laughed Garry. ‘‘All 
I have room to think of is that we have Ted 
with us on the team. Good old Ted!’’ he ex- 
claimed, clapping the boy on the shoulder. 
‘‘Now if we don’t carry everything before us, 
it will be our own fault!’’ 

“Gee, I’m afraid I’m going to wake up yet 
and find it all a dream!’’ returned Ted hap- 
pily. ‘‘I’ve been a scrub so long I won’t know 
how to behave on the regulars.”’ 

“‘Well, if you’re honing to go back,’’ began 
Rooster, with a grin, and Ted made a pass at 
him that landed both of them in the path of 
an oncoming automobile that was whizzing 
along at a reckless rate of speed. 

The machine swerved and the driver yelled 
at them angrily. It was the voice of Sandy 
Podder! 


CHAPTER X 
Harp Knocks 


‘“Out of the way, you boobs, and make way 
for better people!’? Sandy Podder shouted 
back at the surprised and angry boys. 

Bill Sherwood shook his fist at the bully and 
dared him to come back, but Sandy made a con- 
temptuous gesture and whirled around a cor- 
ner. 

‘“‘Say, we can’t get away from that guy if 
we try,’’ grumbled Rooster, nursing his shin 
where he had scraped it against a hydrant in 
his hasty backward jump. ‘‘The woods are 
full of him and his gang.’’ 

‘‘Going forty miles an hour at least,’’ com- 
mented Garry. ‘‘You’d think he’d have had 
some sense knocked into him after the damages 
his father had to pay when his car knocked out 
Joe Brench. But Sandy doesn’t care for any- 
thing or anybody.”’ 

The next day was a disappointment, for the 
rain came down heavily from dawn to dark, 
and Mr. Phillips called off the practice. The 
day after, however, the sun came out so 
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brightly that the field was practically dried out 
by three o’clock. 

After classes there was a concerted rush for 
the gym. Uniforms were donned for the first 
time; then out for the field and the first real 
practice of the season. 

As usual, Mr. Phillips devoted the first day 
to group practice—tackling, blocking, punting, 
and running. His keen eye lighted up as he 
noted the spirit with which the boys of both 
teams went at their work. 

Only the new recruit, Blitz, failed to come 
up to expectations. He was a good player as 
far as the technical points of the game went, 
muscular, quick, and determined. But he was 
hot-tempered and impatient of discipline. Nor 
was he averse to playing rowdy ball. More 
than once Mr. Phillips had to call him down 
for rough and unfair play. 

Once in a scrimmage Blitz tripped Garry in 
such a way that the latter measured his length 
on the ground, the bréath knocked out of his 
body. 

‘‘T bet he did that on purpose,’’ said Ted 
later, when he and his chums had repaired to 
the locker room. ‘‘What do you make of that 
Blitz fellow, anyway?’’ 

‘<T think he’s a low sort,’’ replied Bill. ‘‘He 
had a mean look in his eye, Garry, when he 
tripped you that made me want to land into 
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him. I think I’d have done it, too, if Mr. Phil- 
lips hadn’t been there.’’ 

‘Oh, well,’’ laughed Garry, ‘‘no use making 
a mountain out of a molehill. The fellow is 
just clumsy, that’s all.’’ 

The new outfits ordered ‘‘rush’’? by Mr. 
Phillips arrived three days later, and the boys 
tried them on, as proud of their natty appear- 
ance as though they were not to be dragged in 
the dust a few minutes later. 

‘“‘T don’t know about ‘clothes making the 
man,’ ’’ remarked Rooster, as he paraded up 
and down, his lock of unruly hair rampant. 
‘‘But I’m sure I’ll play better football in this 
uniform.’’ 

‘‘Rooster is certainly a peach, isn’t he?’’ ex- 
claimed Ted in mock admiration. ‘‘Now if it 
wasn’t for that lock of red hair ey 

‘“Yeah,’’ said Bill, shaking his head. ‘‘That 
-poils everything. It’s like a splash of mud—red 
mud shall we say—against a beautiful statue.’’ 

‘‘What’s the matter with that hair?’’ de- 
manded Rooster truculently. 

‘‘Nothing, nothing,’’ replied Bill hastily. 
“You can’t be blamed for your misfortune. 
And of course your helmet will cover it up. It 
only hurts me to see such perfect beauty 
marred in the slightest degree when it could be 
so easily remedied. Why do you go on cheat- 
ing the barber?’’ 
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Rooster looked in the glass over the wash 
basin. That stubborn, comical, upstanding 
lock had long been a sore point with him. 

He reached a hand behind him. 

““Any one got a good sharp knife?’’ he 
asked. ‘‘I left mine at home.’’ 

“Heavens! He’s going to cut his throat,’’ 
cried Ted, clinging to Nick, his knees shak- 
ing ludicrously. ‘‘Stop him, some one! Stop 
him!’’ 

‘““He’s so young, too,’’? sobbed Bill. ‘‘Too 
young to die. Oh, why did I break his heart 
with my cruel words?’’ 

“Say, listen! You’ll be the one to die if 
you don’t quit that yawping!’’ exclaimed 
Rooster, turning upon the lachrymose Bill. ‘‘Is 
anybody going to give me a knife or are they 
not?’’ 

‘‘Hinglish as she is spoke,’’ grinned Garry, 
taking out his prized possession, a keen jack- 
knife and handing it over to Rooster. ‘‘Use 
the big blade if you’re going to kill yourself,”’ 
he added hopefully. ‘‘It cuts best.’’ 

Rooster gave them all a reproachful glance. 
Then to the hilarious delight of those pres- 
ent he slowly and carefully severed the offend- 
ing lock from his head so that only a little 
ridge remained to show where the comb once 
grew. 

“‘Give it to me, Rooster,’’ begged Bill tear- 
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fully, ‘‘so that I can put it in the back of my 
watch a 

Further utterance was cut off as Rooster 

plunged into him, and they rolled over and 
over in an impromptu wrestling match while 
their laughing comrades egged them on. 
' “Cut out the skylarking, fellows, and come 
on the field,’?’ urged Garry at last. ‘‘Mr. 
Phillips will be after us in a minute. Don’t 
forget that to-day we’ve got to line up for a 
regular game with the scrubs, and those boys 
will do their best to hold us down.’’ 

Instantly everything was forgotten in the 
prospect of a real scrimmage. 

The scrubs were already on the field. The 
five chums stopped to watch them for a mo- 
ment, and saw that they were working well. 

‘“We’ll have to watch our step to-day,’’ re- 
marked Nick, as he noted an especially pretty 
piece of play. ‘‘Something tells me that the 
scrubs are going to put up a good fight.’’ 

““So much the better,’’ replied Garry. ‘‘We 
need some real resistance if we hope to cop the 
championship again this year for Lenox High.”’ 

Garry was using the same set of signals that 
had proved so effective the year before. A 
wild thrill coursed through him as his mates 
lined up with him, waiting eagerly, muscles 
tensed for the signal. 

It was great to be at the head of such a fine 
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_ bunch of fellows, thought Garry exultantly, to 
be able by a magic combination of numbers to 
set in motion a forceful, driving human ma- 
chine, each cog working in perfect time with 
its fellows, the whole machine driving steadily, 
inflexibly toward a fixed and definite goal. 

It was good to play football, good to be alive, 
he said to himself, as he settled the pigskin 
lovingly between the palms of his hands. 

He snapped out the signal briskly, just an 
ordinary play designed to get the machine well 
oiled before starting on the more difficult and 
intricate ones. 

The kickoff had already brought the ball well 
into the regulars’ territory. Bull snapped back 
the ball. Garry turned and threw to Nick, who 
was off like a flash around right end for a 
thirty-yard gain. 

‘““Don’t think you’re going to keep that up,’’ 
called Pete Maddern, captain of the scrubs, 
good-naturedly. ‘‘From now on we’re going 
to make you fight for every foot.’’ 

““Go to it,’ returned Garry, grinning. . ‘‘The 
harder you fight the better we’ll like it.’’ 

And the scrubs did fight. From that time 
on they put up a hot game, most of the time, 
to be sure, on the defensive, but blocking the 
ageressive sallies of the regulars to such effect 
that at the end of the second quarter the first 
string boys had made only two touchdowns. 
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At the beginning of the third period Pete 
Maddern brought his team down the field in a 
magnificent rally, Pete himself carrying the 
ball over the line for the scrubs’ first touch- 
down. 

‘“‘This will never do, fellows,’’ Garry urged 
his mates. ‘‘We ought never to have let 
them get near our line. Now if they make an- 
other touchdown their caps won’t fit them. 
Wake up and show them some real foot- 
ball.’’ 

He put his own advice in practice a moment 
later when, after a feint, he tucked the ball 
under his own arm and legged it down the 
field. ; 

On the scrubs’ twenty-yard line he was 
tackled by three of the scrubs. Two of them 
he shook off. But in doing this he was thrown 
off his balance and the third one yanked his 
legs from under him so savagely that he came 
down heavily on his head. 

He tried to turn over to struggle to his feet. 
But as he did so something struck him violently 
in the face. 

His senses reeled. There was the sound of 
voices as at a great distance, and Garry Gray- 
son felt that he was going down, down into a 
bottomless pit! 

He swam back to consciousness at last to find 
himself on the sidelines. His head was on 
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somebody’s knee and somebody else was 
splashing him with cold water. 

It felt uncomfortable, and Garry spluttered 
and sat up. The sitting up was more uncom- 
fortable still, as it made his head go round like 
a top, and Garry lay down again. Then he 
slowly opened his eyes. 

‘““You’re all right, old timer,’’ said a voice 
he recognized as Bill’s. ‘‘That boob pretty 
nearly did for you, but the old skull was too 
much for him.”’ 

Garry sat up again and put a hand dizzily 
to his head. 

“‘It feels anything but tough now,’’ he mur- 
mured, trying to summon up a smile. ‘‘More 
like a crushed peanut.”’ 

‘“‘Heel better now, Grayson?’’ came Mr. 
Phillips’s kindly voice. 

‘‘T guess so,’’ replied Garry, then with faint 
curiosity: ‘‘What hit me? Did the school fall 
on my head?’’ 

‘“‘No, it was only Blitz,’’ said Rooster 
grimly. 

‘‘And he happened to land on you with his 
feet,’’ said Nick significantly. 


CHAPTER XI 
A Derepentne Mystery 


‘“‘Britz says it was an accident,’’ observed 
Mr. Phillips, in answer to the reflection implied 
in Rooster’s speech. ‘‘He says he must have 
inadvertently stepped on Grayson’s head as 
he was getting to his feet after the tackle.”’ 

By this time Garry had managed to stand 
up, though his legs were very unsteady. 

“‘Tt’s all right, Mr. Phillips,’? Garry said. 
‘‘Of course, it was an accident. Anything may 
happen in football.’’ 

Mr. Phillips smiled and held out his hand 
to Garry. 

‘‘T can trust Garry Grayson to be fair in 
every way,’’ he stated. 

Was it Bill’s imagination, or did Blitz, stand- 
ing sullenly in the background, frown at this 
praise of the team’s captain? When he spoke 
of this later to his friends they, with the ex- 
ception of Garry, were inclined to believe that 
it was not imagination. 

Although Garry had declared himself fit 
again and ready to return to the game, Mr. 
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Phillips insisted that he had been hurt too 
badly to take any further part in the after- 
noon’s practice. 

Greatly disappointed, forced as he was to 
-watch the game from the unfamiliar vantage 
point of the substitutes’ bench, Garry did not 
argue the point. In fact, he was secretly 
doubtful of his ability to keep on his feet in 
any emergency requiring quick action. As 
soon as he moved the landscape swam diz- 
zily, and the earth seemed about to come up 
to hit him in the face. 

Garry was very thoughtful as he sat there 
on the bench of the subs. 

“‘Tt seems queer,’’ he murmured to himself, 
‘“‘that the fellow who romped on my head 
should have been Blitz. He tripped me the 
other day—it seemed to me on purpose—and 
to-day he sure knocked me for a goal.’’ 

He sat still, moodily watching the game, and 
gnashed his teeth a few minutes later when his 
team through a misplay passed up an oppor- 
tunity to gain a good thirty yards. 

‘Why did he have to step on my head, any- 
way?’’ he mused, reflecting again upon the in- 
comprehensible action of the new scrub 
player. ‘‘He had me down—nothing was to be 
gained by putting me out. Unless 74 ELS 
hesitated and frowned over the thought that 
came into his mind. 
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‘“‘In a regular scrimmage with a dozen 
players piled up I could understand it,’’ 
he muttered. ‘‘Anything may happen then 
from a broken rib to a broken neck. But in 
an ordinary tackle—that’s different again. 
Oh, well ’? and with the words he gave 
up the problem for the time being and 
gloomily watched the game, which was won by 
the regulars by a score of thirty to eighteen. 

His comrades had more to say on the sub- 
ject, however, after the game. On the way 
home, with Garry by that time completely re- 
covered and ravenously hungry for his sup- 
per, they discussed the event of the after- 
noon. 

‘‘T tell you I’m suspicious of that Blitz,’’ 
Nick said. ‘‘He makes me think of the old days 
on the Hill Street eleven when Chat Johns and 
Bud Warding had to be run off the team. I 
don’t like him for a cent, and I wish Mr. Phil- 
lips had chosen some one else for his place on 
the scrubs.’’ 

“‘Oh, I think it’s a bit too strong to compare 
him with Bud Warding and fellows of that 
stripe,’’ Garry protested. ‘‘I think he’s good 
football material, and he’s got lots of beef. 
Probably that’s the reason Mr. Phillips picked 
him.’’ 

‘*Well, it’s your head he stepped on, and if 
you don’t mind, I don’t see why we should,’’ 
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said Rooster. ‘‘Only I sure don’t like the looks 
of that guy.’’ 

But Garry’s refusal to think ill of the new 
player received a rude jolt a few days later 
_when he came upon the husky recruit in earn- 
est conversation with Sandy Podder, Lent 
Stewart, and a few of their associates. 

Conversation stopped as Garry came near, 
and there was a restless movement among the 
members of the group as though they only 
waited for him to pass on before they resumed 
their talk. 

Blitz looked sheepish and would not meet 
Garry’s eyes. What did that mean? Garry 
pondered the question on his way home and 
could come to one conclusion only, and that an 
unpalatable one. 

It looked as though his chums might have 
been right after all in their estimation of the 
new player. He himself had never liked him, 
although he had tried to be generous and just 
in his judgment. 

Near his own corner he met Rooster and 
Bill, and recounted the incident to an interested 
audience of two. 

‘‘ Jumping catfish!’’ exclaimed Bill. ‘‘I told 
you we weren’t through with those fellows just 
because they’d been expelled from school! 
What they can’t do themselves they can do 
perhaps through somebody else.’’ 
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‘“‘Sure! They’ve got a grudge against Lenox 
High as well as against you now, Garry,’’ in- 
terpolated Rooster. ‘‘They’ve planted this 
Blitz to put you out of the game if they can, 
and at the same time ruin Lenox’s chances for 
the championship this year. They figure that 
they can kill two birds with the one stone.’’ 

Bill nodded assent, while Garry walked on in 
thoughtful silence. 

‘“‘Perhaps Sandy knew this guy before 
somewhere,’’ suggested Bill. ‘‘Or they may 
have struck up a friendship after they found 
that he’d made the scrubs. He seems a surly 
sort, from all I can see or hear, and so far 
has made scarcely a friend in the school. Lent 
and Sandy may have seen in him good material 
for any scheme they mean to work against 
Garry or the school.’ 

‘‘And the best and quickest way to disable 
the team is to down Garry,’’ put in Rooster. 
‘“Without him we wouldn’t have a chance. 
Better look out for bombs and falling bricks 
from now on, Garry.”’ 

‘‘Or better still, we’d better furnish him with 
a bodyguard,’’ observed Bill half banter- 
ingly. 

‘“What do you think I am, the President?’’ 
grinned Garry. ‘‘No, thank you, I think I can 
get along without a bodyguard a little longer.’’ 

Though Garry himself might make light of 
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the matter, his chums thought the matter 
serious enough to justify a little private de- 
tective work on their own account. Rooster, 
who had a complacent idea of his own quali- 
fications for the job, volunteered to set his in- 
tellect to work on the case and do a little 
shadowing of Blitz in the time he could spare 
from school and practice. 

Nor was it wholly without result. In a few 
days Rooster had discovered enough concern- 
ing the intimacy between the new scrub player 
and the Podder gang to convince the others, 
even Garry, that their suspicions had been 
only too well founded. 

‘“They are almost always together after 
school hours,’’ Rooster reported to his chums, 
‘and as soon as they see me coming they stop 
talking right away or move off to some other 
place. I think they’re beginning to suspect 
me,’’ he added, with a grin; ‘‘so it wouldn’t be 
a bad idea for some of the rest of you to take 
the job for a while.’’ 

‘“‘T think we’ve learned all we need to,”’ 
Garry returned. ‘‘Anyway, we can’t keep on 
shadowing him forever.”’ 

‘No, and we can’t take any steps to have 
him put off the scrubs on the evidence we’ve 
got,’’? muttered Nick gloomily. ‘‘And in the 
meantime anything may happen.”’ 

However, as practice continued much as 
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usual in the days that followed and Blitz com- 
mitted no further act of aggression, the boys 
began to feel that they might have been too 
hasty in their suspicions. 

Meanwhile the performance of the squad, 
both regulars and scrubs, gave them little to 
worry about. The boys were working splen- 
didly. It was the first time in many a long year 
that Lenox had had a team composed entirely 
of veterans, for, although Ted was a new 
member, he had played continuously on the 
scrubs since entering Lenox High and might 
fairly be called a veteran. Every position was 
adequately filled, and while some of the boys, 
of course, were better than others, there was 
no really weak spot on the team. 

But neither Mr. Phillips nor Garry was con- 
tent to rest on past laurels, and they drove the 
team unceasingly, perfecting old plays and 
developing new ones to such effect that, when 
the day arrived for the first game of the league 
season, the team was distinctly on edge. 

There were five other teams in the High 
School League of which Lenox was a member, 
Pawling, Greenfield, Wimbledon, Bass Lake 
and Thomaston. Of these, the first three 
seemed the more formidable, although Bass 
Lake and Thomaston were not to be despised 
and might at any time upset the ‘‘dope.’’ 

Greenfield happened to be their first antago- 
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nist this year, and the game was scheduled to 
take place on the Lenox grounds. 

The day dawned bright and clear, with just 
enough of a tang in the air to make it ideal 
for football. Long before the time set for the 
beginning of the game the stands were 
crowded, and a little later the spectators were 
ranged rows deep behind the side lines. The 
girls of Lenox High were out in force, to cheer 
on their boys, and their hats and dresses added 
pretty splashes of color to the stands. Ella 
Grayson, of course, was there with her insep- 
arable friend, Jane Danter, Nick’s sister, both 
eager for Lenox to win, not only for the sake 
of the school but because their own brothers 
were on the team. 

Greenfield had come over with a big crowd 
of followers, a fearsome equipment of cowbells 
and other instruments of hideous noise, and 
a pronounced conviction that their favorites 
would win. Rumors had come to the Lenox 
boys that Greenfield had been going great guns 
in practice and that they had a fullback who 
was a terror. 

‘‘We’ve heard things like that before, but 
somehow we’ve managed to come out on the 
big end of the score,’’ laughed Garry, as he 
and his mates were getting into their togs in 
the gymnasium. ‘‘All the same, something 
tells me that this game isn’t going to be a 
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cinch. We’ll have to keep on our toes all the 
time.’’ 

This, indeed, seemed likely, judging from the 
work of the Greenfield team in its few minutes 
of practice before the game. Their work was 
snappy, clean-cut, and in some cases dazzling. 
It was evident that any team that beat them 
would know it had been in a fight. 

The roar that had greeted them from their 
partisans when they trotted out on the field 
was as nothing to that which greeted Garry 
Grayson and his team from the vastly greater 
number of Lenox rooters. So royal a greet- 
ing warmed them to the heart. 

“You see what they think of us, fellows,’’ 
said Garry to his mates. ‘‘They’re counting on 
us to win. Are we going to disappoint them?’’ 

‘“‘No!’? went up a yell from all of them. 

‘“‘That listens good,’’ grinned Garry. ‘‘Now 
prove it.’’ 

Greenfield won the toss and elected to kick 
off. Butler, their fullback, sent the ball hur- 
tling down the field for thirty yards. Nick ran 
it back for six yards before he was downed. 
The game was on. 


CHAPTER XII 
Bucxkine THE LINE 


Garry sent Rooster Long through between 
right end and tackle for three yards. Ted 
bored in on the other side for a gain of two. 
On the next try Nick was less fortunate and 
was thrown back for the loss of a yard. 

With fourth down and six yards to go, Garry 
tried a forward pass, but it was uncompleted 
and the ball went to Greenfield. 

Even at that early stage of the game it was 
plain that the visitors’ defense was strong. 
Their line held like a stone wall, and now that 
they had the ball in their possession they 
speedily showed that they had line smashing 
powers of the first quality. 

Grimm, the Greenfield quarterback, started 
the attack with a beautiful run around the end 
that might have had disastrous consequences 
then and there had not one of his own team 
got in the way. 

Then the visitors started some vigorous 
line bucking, and three times in succession 


made their distance on downs. They were 
93 
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making gains at an alarming rate, and for 
several minutes it looked as though Lenox was 
up in the air. Their line seemed full of holes 
and, finding it so easy, the visitors confined 
themselves to straight line plunging, advancing 
ever nearer the Lenox goal while the Green- 
field rooters urged their favorites on with 
horns and cowbells and cheers that made it 
difficult for either team to hear its quarter’s 
signals. 

On and on the visitors came in a triumphal 
march until they were within the very shadow 
of the Lenox goal posts. Then, with the ball 
on the eight-yard line, the defense of the home 
team stiffened. 

‘“‘Hold ’em, fellows! Hold ’em!’’ panted 
Garry. ‘‘For the love of Pete, hold ’em!’’ 

It was Greenfield’s ball on the first down. 
Butler tried the right end of the line, but Bill 
Sherwood threw him back for a loss of three 
yards. Burns hit the same place, but Bill was 
on the job and halted him in his tracks. The 
Greenfield men were bewildered. Was this the 
same line through which they had been reeling 
off gains of six and eight yards at a time? 

Their captain was ina quandary. To try to 
make eleven yards in two downs against that 
rejuvenated line by straight line smashing 
would be taking too much of a chance. A for- 
ward pass might net a touchdown with its six 
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points and chance of seven. A field goal would 
gain only three points, but at that distance 
would be more likely to succeed. He resolved 
in favor of the kick from the field. Three 
points in the hand were worth six or seven in 
the bush. 

Garry, watching his opponent like a hawk, 
noting the way he eyed the goal posts, knew 
what was in his mind. 

The moment the ball was snapped to him, 
Grimm, the Greenfield quarter, turned and 
threw to Butler, who dropped back three yards 
and kicked. 

Up in the air went Garry and made a superb 
catch, tucked the ball under his arm and by an 
amazing exhibition of speed ran around the 
enemy’s right end for thirty-three yards be- 
fore he was brought to earth. 

Now it was the Lenox rooters’ turn to howl, 
and they did till they were hoarse. 

‘‘TDid you see that?’’ Ella asked of Jane 
Danter, her voice shrill with pride and excite- 
ment. 

“Some of it,’? answered Jane, giving her a 
hug. ‘‘But how can you follow a streak of 
lightning?’’ 

The imminent danger was past, and Lenox 
had the ball on its own forty-four-yard line. 
Now the team had found itself and was play- 
ing the ball of which it was capable. 
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But Greenfield, while chagrined, was not dis- 
mayed. Lenox made its distance on the first 
four downs, and now the ball was in the en- 
emy’s territory. On the next four downs how- 
ever, it came a scant yard short of making its 
distance, and the ball passed into the posses- 
sion of the enemy. They in turn had to sur- 
render it, for the Lenox line proved impreg- 
nable and the ball was in the home team’s 
possession when the quarter ended. 

It had been a bruising, gruelling struggle, 
and so far had proved nothing more than that 
the teams were very evenly matched, with 
Greenfield having a slight advantage in 
weight while Lenox had the edge on general- 
ship. 

“‘It’s anybody’s game so far,’’ panted 
Walker, as he threw himself on the ground to 
rest for the brief breathing space between 
periods. 

‘‘Where do you get that stuff?’’? snapped 
Nick. ‘‘It’s Lenox’s game! It’s got to be!”’ 

‘“‘That’s the spirit,’’ commented. Garry. 
‘‘We’ve just got to win. Lose with all our 
crowd cheering for us? Not on your life! 
We’ve just begun to fight.’’ 

‘‘Did you see the way old Bill threw Butler 
back?’’ chuckled Ted. ‘‘The mighty Butler 
who was going to run all over us!”’ 

‘‘If we were all Bills at tackling and Garrys 
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at running, we’d have a walkover,’’ grinned 
Tom Allison. ‘‘Gee, how that boy winged it 
around the end!’’ 

The game had not been going for two min- 
utes in the second quarter before the Lenox 
supporters received a jolt that left them gasp- 
ing. 

With Greenfield carrying the ball, their big 
fullback, Butler, made five yards through right 
guard and tackle on the second down, only to 
lose it a minute later when he was thrown for - 
a loss on an attempted run around left end. 
On the fourth down Grimm made a beautiful 
throw of twenty-two yards to Merkle, who 
caught it back of the goal line, falling in- 
stantly to the ground for a touchdown. Grimm 
kicked the goal, and Greenfield had drawn first 
blood in what premised to be a low score game. 

Bedlam reigned in the visitors’ stands, and 
their cheer leaders danced up and down in 
weird contortions as they led the booming 
chorus. 


‘‘Greenfield’s sons have Lenox beat, 
What a treat! They’re our meat! 
Baste ’em! Paste ’em! Eat ’em up! 
Greenfield! Greenfield! Greenfield! 


‘‘So they’re going to eat us up, are they?”’ 
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Garry muttered to himself grimly. ‘‘They’ve 
got another guess coming.’’ 

After receiving the kickoff Greenfield made 
three desperate attempts to penetrate the 
Lenox line, but it held like adamant. On the 
fourth down a forward pass was uncompleted, 
and the ball went to Lenox. 

Nick was sent through the right side of the 
line for three yards. Rooster made a gain of 
two between left tackle and end. On the third 
down, Garry plunged through for seven with 
almost the whole Greenfield team on his back. 
Lenox had made its distance with a down to 
spare. 

But on the next try the Greenfield line 
braced. Two downs netted only a yard apiece. 
This was not so good. Rooster tried once more 
and was halted in his tracks. 

Standing on the Greenfield forty-yard line, 
Garry made a beautiful pass of twenty yards to 
Nick. The latter was off like a flash, and in 
a superb exhibition of running, twisting, and 
dodging raced twenty-five yards for a touch- 
down. Rooster tried for goal, but missed by 
a hairsbreadth, and the score was 7 to 6 in 
favor of the visitors. 

A roar of delight rose up from the Lenox 
stands and the girls added their trebles to those 
of their masculine schoolmates. Ella and Jane 
hugged each other. 
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‘“Now it’s a tie!’’ squealed Jane. 

““Not exactly,’’ replied Ella, who was a little 
better versed in the game than her chum, 
‘‘but we can trust our boys to even it up before 
longe.”? 

But as the time wore on, it looked as though 
any evening up that was done would have to 
be deferred to another period. The Greenfield 
boys were fighting like tigers. A_ brilliant 
eighteen-yard run by Butler behind superb in- 
terference gave Greenfield the ball on Lenox’s 
thirty-eight-yard line. <A succession of line 
smashes carried the ball to Lenox’s fifteen- 
yard mark. It was too close for comfort, and 
when Garry intercepted a pass he booted it 
out to the thirty-five-yard line. A moment 
later the whistle blew, and the period ended 
with the score still 7 to 6 in favor of the 
visitors. 

It was not a big margin, but big enough to 
win if Greenfield could only hold Lenox even 
till the end of the game. But though Green- 
field had the edge, the Lenox warriors were not 
a whit discouraged. More than once they had 
come from behind, and anything might happen 
in the thirty minutes of play remaining. 

‘‘No more such close shaves as that,’’ pro- 
nounced Garry. ‘‘We’re going to be on the 
offensive from now on and the play will be 
in the enemy’s territory. Brace now, fellows, 
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for a long pull, a strong pull, and a pull alto- 
gether.’’ 

‘“‘You can beat them, boys,’’ declared Mr. 
Phillips. ‘‘They’ve got a bit more beef, but 
in every other respect you’re at least their 
equals, in some their superiors. I’m counting 
on the Lenox grit that’s pulled you through 
many a time before. Go in and win.”’ 

The fifteen minutes of rest had refreshed 
both teams as they lined up for the third quar- 
ter. Nick kicked off for thirty yards, and 
Shaw ran the ball back for seven yards before 
he was downed. 

Greenfield resorted to line bucking, but the 
Lenox tackling was so savage and determined 
that the visitors were able to make only six 
yards in four downs. The Lenox line was on 
its toes and broke through again and again. 

With Lenox in possession of the ball, Garry 
sent Ted through for three yards between 
right guard and tackle. Rooster hit the line 
in a bull-like rush for seven, Lenox making its 
distance with two downs to spare. 

On the next try Garry himself took the ball 
for a brilliant run of twenty yards around 
right end. But here Lenox was penalized for 
off side play and set back fifteen yards. 

Nothing daunted, Garry plunged through 
once more for a gain of four. In the mixup, 
Palmer, the Greenfield right guard, was 
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clipped, and again Lenox was penalized. This 
was getting monotonous, and Garry snapped a 
sharp injunction to his boys to be more care- 
ful in their observance of the rules. 

Two subsequent plays failed to gain the dis- 
tance and the ball went to Greenfield on downs. 
Greenfield gained five yards on two plays, and 
then Bill broke through and threw Burns for 
a loss of four on an attempted end run. On 
the fourth down Grimm refused to kick, though 
he had nine yards to make, and passed instead. 
The ball was grounded and went to Lenox. 

Luck came to both teams during the period, 
but neither was able to take advantage of the 
breaks. Tom fumbled the ball on one occasion, 
and Burns, coming in like a shot, grabbed it 
and set it down on the Greenfield forty-yard 
line. On the first scrimmage that followed the 
signals were missed, and Butler rushed in to 
pick up the ball in an open field. He carried 
the ball to the Lenox eighteen-yard line before 
he was downed. But here the hard tackling of 
the Lenox line stopped the visitors and Burns 
failed when he attempted a drop kick. 

Lenox could make but little impression on 
the Greenfield line, and Rooster kicked. The 
ball was blocked, but while the Greenfield men 
stood round like dummies, Ted fell on the ball 
and recovered it for his team. 

Garry tucked the ball under his arm on the 
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next play and, aided by superb interference on 
the part of Ted and Rooster, ran for forty- 
three yards before he was downed, bringing 
the ball to the enemy’s twenty-two-yard line. 
From there Lenox made twelve yards on the 
first four downs, bringing the ball within ten 
yards of the Greenfield goal. The prospects 
for a touchdown were bright, but just as the 
teams lined up for the scrimmage the whistle 
blew and the period ended. 

Neither had scored during the quarter and 
Greenfield still had the big end of the score by 
that fateful one point. From then on, the like- 
lihood was that Greenfield would play a cagey 
game mostly on the defensive, content to keep 
the Lenox boys at a safe distance from their 
goal. 

The Greenfield stands were jubilant and 
raised a hideous din with their rattles and cow- 
bells. The Lenox rooters came back at them 
stoutly, returning noise for noise that showed 
a confidence that some of them were far from 
feeling. Still, they had often seen their team 
pluck victory from defeat and this time they 
hoped to see history repeat itself. 

There was only a minute’s breathing space 
between the third and fourth periods, but 
Garry improved it to the utmost. 

‘‘We didn’t quite make it that time, boys,’’ 
he panted. ‘‘But that’s only because the 
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referee’s whistle blew a minute too soon. But 
we have the ball on their ten-yard line, and 
when the next period opens we’re going to 
cross that line or know the reason why.’’ 

’ With the ball in their possession when the 
fourth period opened and the enemy’s goal 
only nine yards away, Lenox went in with a 
distinct edge. But Greenfield was alive to the 
situation and was determined to prevent the 
threatened score. The teams faced each other, 
grimy, flushed, and panting, like so many 
hounds tugging at the leash and eager for the 
fray. 

Rooster lowered his head and went through 
like a bull for four yards between left end and 
tackle. Nick tested the right side of the line, 
but was thrown back for a loss of three. 

With third down and eight yards to go, 
Garry hesitated for a fraction of a second as 
to trying a forward pass. This he discarded 
as too risky. His muscles stiffened and his 
heart rose. He was not going to be balked 
when so near the goal. He would make those 
eight yards himself. 

So when the ball was next passed to him he 
plunged forward into the line like a battering 
ram. His head felt as though it had hit a brick 
wall, but he bored through with such savage 
determination that he tore off six yards before 
he was downed. 
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Only two yards left. He was in the very 
shadow of the goal posts. His head was reel- 
ing, for in that plunge one of the Greenfield 
players had slugged him fiercely. It was the 
first bit of unfair play he had experienced on 
the part of the visitors. 

Fourth down and two yards to go! 

The Lenox stands were fairly rocking with 
cheers of encouragement, while from the visi- 
tors’ section resounded frantic shouts for 
Greenfield to hold fast. 

Once more Garry hurled himself at the line 
with every ounce of bone and muscle and nerve 
he possessed. There was a terrific mixup, but 
when the pile was untangled Garry had made 
his touchdown with a foot to spare! 

Rooster kicked the goal, and the score was 
13 to 7 in favor of Lenox. 

Over the field came an uproarious chant: 


‘Lenox! Lenox! Len, Len, Len! 
You’ve got Greenfield’s goat again. 
Hit ’em! Split ’em! Bite ’em! Fight ’em! 
Grayson! Grayson! Garry Grayson!’’ 


Garry, dazed, bleeding, but jubilant, led his 
men to the line for the kickoff. 

““We’ve got ’em sewed up,’’ chuckled Bill. 

‘‘Thirteen to seven looks pretty sweet,’ ex- 
ulted Ted. 
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But if Greenfield was sewed up, some of the 
stitches must have slipped, for the game had 
scarcely been resumed before a succession of 
mass plays had brought the visitors in danger- 
ous proximity to the Lenox goal. They were 
frantic at seeing victory slipping from their 
grasp, and they played as they had not before 
during the game. 

Lady Luck also came to their aid. For Tom 
fumbled on the Lenox twenty-five-yard line, 
and Butler, sweeping down on the ball like a 
hawk, gathered it up and without slackening 
- speed raced through the line for a touchdown. 
Burns kicked the goal. Once more the visitors 
were in the lead by a score of 14 to 13. The 
situation had changed with the swiftness of a 
kaleidoscope. 

With only two minutes of playing time left, 
the chances of Lenox looked hopeless. Any 
kind of stalling would use up that two minutes 
and leave Greenfield the victor. 

Butler kicked off. Garry jumped into the 
air and checked the ball. It was too high for 
him to clasp it, but he knocked it down and 
stooped over so quickly that he caught it be- 
fore it touched the ground. Then he darted 
down the field like a frightened jack rabbit. 

How he ran! His feet seemed to have wings. 
He was only hitting the high places. The wind 
whistled in his ears. 
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Ted and Nick were running as his interfer- 
ence, one on either side. Butler made a dive, 
but Nick blocked him with such force that he 
rolled over and over. Burns leaped for Garry, 
but the flying lad straight-armed him and kept 
on. 
Half the sixty yards had been covered. On 
and on Garry went like a bullet from a gun. 
And now he was twenty-five yards from the 
goal. 

Shaw was running toward him on an angle, 
but Ted interposed a block that knocked him 
aside from his prey. 

Twenty yards! Fifteen! Ten! 

Behind Garry the Greenfield boys were com- 
ing like a pack of wolves. 

Five yards! 

With one tremendous leap Garry Grayson 
launched himself into the air and went over the 
line. 

Bill missed the point for goal, but who 
cared? The referee’s whistle blew, and Lenox 
had triumphed by a score of 19 to 14! 


CHAPTER XIII 
Fire 


Crowps poured from the grandstands into 
the field. Horns were blown, cowbells jangled, 
rattles whirled in the hands of enthusiastic 
Lenox boys and girls. Pandemonium reigned. 

““Yea, Garry!’’ yelled a group of Garry’s 
classmates, as the latter tried to force his way 
through the joy-mad crowd. ‘‘ What’s the mat- 
ter with Garry Grayson? He’s all right!’’ 

Struggling, protesting, Garry was lifted to 
the shoulders of his friends and borne in a 
parade around the field, to the accompaniment 
of wild cheering. 

Escaping at last, he joined his friends un- 
der the shower; to be punched and slapped and 
mauled by these in their turn. 

““Gee, Garry,’’ chortled Rooster Long, ‘‘that 
was one run you made! Talk about wings!’’ 

‘“‘You’re the cat’s whiskers, old boy, and 
don’t let any one tell you different!’’ declared 
Ted Dillingham. 

“Oh, quit your kidding,’’ returned Garry, 
glowing and sputtering under the icy needle 
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points of the cold shower. ‘‘Why shove the 
credit on me? The way all of you fellows 
played was a treat for sore eyes.”’ 

“Tt was a hard fight and no mistake,’’ de- 
clared Bill. ‘‘We sure earned that game.”’ 

‘“What I want to know,’”’ said Ted, as he 
struggled with a knot in his shoe lace, ‘‘is 
whether we’re going to celebrate this victory 
Or not.”’ 

‘“‘Sure thing,’’ replied Garry. ‘‘It will help 
us let off steam. Let’s have a big bonfire to- 
night and do a bit of snake dancing around 
a 

“That hits me hard,’’ put in Rooster. ‘‘How 
about it, the rest of you fellows? Do we cele- 
brate or do we not?’’ 

“‘T’m on,’’ replied Tom Allison, pulling a red 
sweater over his head. 

““Where’s the best place?’’ asked Bill Sher- 
wood. 

‘‘Whalen’s field will be as good a place as 
any,’’ Garry answered. ‘‘It’s away from most 
of the houses, and we can get some good timber 
from the woods.’’ 

“‘Of course this will be a little private affair, 
just on our own,’’ suggested Dick Thomas. 
‘“‘This is the first game, you know, and we 
don’t want to make as big a splurge as though 
we’d won the championship. It will probably 
attract a lot of the Lenox boys, but there won’t 
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be anything formal or official about it. Just a 
little get together jubilation party.’’ 

Hight o’clock that night saw the team and 
some of their friends assembled at Whalen’s 
field. They gathered together all the boxes 
and barrels they could muster, and added to 
them wood brought from an adjoining grove. 
They made a huge cone-shaped pile of it, and 
then at Garry’s signal eleven matches flared 
and at eleven different points fire was set to 
the dry wood. 

It blazed up merrily, brightening the coun- 
tryside with a ruddy glow. Among other 
things it illumined the walls of a building 
rather close to the blaze. 

‘‘That’s Whalen’s garage, Garry,’’ re- 
marked Nick. ‘‘We should have built our fire 
further back in the field.’’ 

Garry regarded the building speculatively. 

‘“‘It is pretty close,’’? he admitted. ‘‘Still, 
there’s no danger, as long as we stick around 
and put out the fire before we leave. I guess 
we’re far enough away for safety.’’ 

They had brought sandwiches and sarsapa- 
rilla with them to have a little lunch, together 
with eggs and potatoes to roast in the fire. 
They thrust these latter into the blaze with 
long sticks, pulling them out at intervals to 
feed their insatiable appetites, and in the in- 
tervals they danced and sang school songs and 
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comported themselves generally like the irre- 
pressible, genuine boys they were. 

The fire mounted to great heights and at- 
tracted a throng, most of them boys, who stood 
around in a fringe, grinning and enjoying the 
spectacle. When the fire showed signs of dying 
down the boys heaped fresh fuel on it. This 
was their great moment, when the savor of vic- 
tory was keenest, and they were determined to 
make the most of it. 

Everything has an end, however, and they 
were forced to confess weariness at last. 

“‘T’ve got to sleep,’? mumbled Bill. ‘‘I’m 
just beginning to feel the effects of the game. 
I could lie right down here in this field and 
never blink an eyelash till morning.’’ 

“‘Tz zhat so?’? queried Rooster. ‘Well, 
you’re going to blink several eyelashes yet. 
Give a hand and let’s get the fire out.”’ 

The blaze was stubborn, and it was some 
time before the boys were able to smother and 
beat it out. They did not leave the spot until 
they felt sure that every spark had been ex- 
tinguished. Then they wended their way 
wearily and happily homeward, singing in dis- 
cordant chorus, ‘‘we won’t go home until morn- 
ing, we won’t go home until morning.”” A 
glorious day, gloriously ended! 

A short time later eleven gridiron heroes 
charged head first into eleven beds, to be over- 
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whelmed almost instantly by the sleep of utter 
physical exhaustion. 

It may have been about three o’clock in the 
morning that they were awakened by the sound 
of a sharp explosion. The noise seemed to 
come from the outskirts of the town. The sky 
was stained a dull red, and the cry of ‘‘Fire!”’ 
resounded through the streets. 

Garry, rubbing fists into sleep-dimmed eyes, 
communed anxiously with himself. 

‘“<There’s a pretty bad fire somewhere!’’ he 
exclaimed, now wide-awake, as the scream of 
a fire engine siren clove the night. ‘‘And it’s 
over in the direction of Whalen’s field! Now 
I wonder.—But we put the fire out—every 
spark of it!’’ 

Nevertheless he climbed into his clothes as 
quickly as possible, exchanged a few hurried 
words with his aroused family, and hastened 
into the street. 

He had run only a distance of two or three 
blocks when he found that his worst fears were 
realized. 

The blaze, so he gathered from others as he 
ran along, had started somewhere near Whal- 
en’s garage. The building had caught fire, and 
it was the explosion of a gasoline tank that 
had first startled the residents of Lenox, some 
of whom had immediately sent in an alarm. 

When Garry reached the scene he found the 
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fire companies of the town there before him. 
The blaze, which threatened private houses 
near by, was well under control when Garry 
arrived. 

By cautious questioning he learned that two 
cars in the garage were wrecked beyond re- 
pair. 

‘“‘Only lucky the fire didn’t spread to the 
houses,’’ remarked the man who gave the in- 
formation. ‘‘The wind’s just right for a pretty 
fire. A big part of Lenox might have gone up 
in smoke.’’ 

Garry returned home thoughtful and wor- 
ried. Things looked bad for the football eleven 
of Lenox High. There had been no secret 
about the fire. They had intended none. Hun- 
dreds had seen the bonfire on the evening be- 
fore. 

Therefore, if the garage adjoining the field 
later caught fire, who would come in for the 
blame? The Lenox eleven! And _ fairly 
enough, Garry admitted. 

‘“But we put that fire out,’’ he said to him- 
self over and over again, as though trying to 
hold conviction by the repetition. ‘‘I could. 
bet my life we did. And yet—how did that 
garage get on fire?’’ 

He answered the questions put to him by 
his parents and Ella when he returned as 
briefly as possible, and promptly sought the 
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seclusion of his room. He had barely shut the 
door when there was a tap at it and his mother 
entered. 

‘“Wasn’t it in Whalen’s field that you had 
the bonfire, Garry?’’ she asked. 

‘““Yes, Mother,’’ Garry admitted. ‘‘But we 
put out every trace of it before we left for 
home. You can ask the other fellows if that 
isn’t so.’’ 

‘‘T’m sure you believed you did,’’ replied his 
mother. ‘‘But I’m dreadfully worried for fear 
you didn’t do it thoroughly.’’ 

Garry assured her over and over again of 
his firm belief that they had, and she seemed at 
last to be convinced and left the room. But 
Garry knew that in her heart she was very 
dubious as to the care the boys had taken in 
the matter. The circumstantial evidence was 
overwhelmingly against him and his fellows on 
the team. 

The next day found his fears amply justified. 
The citizens of Lenox were up in arms at what 
they called the ‘‘culpable carelessness’’ of the 
High School team. 

James Whalen, whose property had been 
wrecked, made a formal demand that the par- 
ents of the boys responsible for the bonfire be 
forced to pay damages. 

Mr. Phillips was very grave, and that after- 
noon took the team aside for a conference. 


114 Garry Grayson Showing His Speed 


“‘This sort of thing hurts the name of the 
school,’’ he told them. ‘‘The fact that you are 
so well known in town will make your careless- 
ness all the more inexcusable in the eyes of 
the residents. It’s a most unfortunate thing, 
any way you look at it.’’ 

The boys protested their innocence with such 
earnestness that the coach was finally con- 
vinced in spite of himself. 

‘‘T may believe that you actually put the fire 
entirely out before you started for home and 
that some one else, perhaps tramps, started it 
up later,’’ he said. ‘‘But it will be hard to 
convince any one else, I’m afraid. It looks as 
though your people would have to make good 
the damage, whether you’re responsible for it 
or not.”’ 

‘“‘Poor dad!’’ thought Garry, as he went 
slowly toward home that afternoon. ‘‘There’s 
the matter of Lent’s emerald pin still in the 
air, and now this! He’ll begin to think he has 
an expensive sort of son after a while.’’ 

He had almost reached Hill Street when 
some one hailed him. Garry pretended not to 
hear and hurried on, for he was in no mood 
for conversation just then. 

But in a moment he heard his name called 
again, followed by the sound of running feet. 
He turned reluctantly to find Jerry Cox hurry- 
ing after him as fast as he could. 
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Jerry was a young fellow of the town who 
had formerly been in with the dissipated set 
led by Sandy Podder that had made its haunt 
in one of the Lenox poclrooms. On one occa- 
sion, Garry and his mates had been instru- 
mental in pulling him and Lent Stewart out of 
the water when the motor boat in which they 
were had smashed upon a rock and caught fire. 

Jerry, who had been only a little wild, was 
a good fellow at heart, and shortly after this 
occurrence had cut loose from the poolroom 
gang and turned over a new leaf. 

“‘Wi, there, why don’t you wait for a fel- 
low?’’ cried Jerry, as he drew up, panting, be- 
side Garry. ‘‘Don’t you know I’m getting too 
fat to run fast?’’ 

‘““We ought to work you out on the grid- 
iron,’’ replied Garry, smiling. ‘‘Guaranteed 
to work off five pounds a game.’’ 

‘“‘Shouldn’t wonder if it would, if they’re all 
like the one you played with Greenfield,’’ 
laughed Jerry. ‘‘But say, Garry,’’ he added 
more seriously, ‘‘I see that you and your bud- 
dies are in a sort of jam over that fire last 
night.’’ 

‘‘ Jam is no name for what we’re in,’’ agreed 
Garry gloomily. ‘‘It seems to me we fellows 
ean’t turn around without getting into trouble. 
It makes me sick!”’ 

‘Too bad you chose Whalen’s field to make 
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your bonfire in last night,’’ continued Jerry, 
looking at Garry out of the corner of his eye. 
‘‘Circumstantial evidence rather against you, 
I shouldn’t wonder.’’ 

Garry shot him a quick glance. 

‘‘TLook here, Jerry,’’ he said hotly. ‘‘I don’t 
care a hoot whether you believe it or not—but 
that fire in Whalen’s field was out before we 
started for home. Of course, we can’t prove 
it, and our word doesn’t count for a thing! 
Mr. Phillips believes us because he’s a regular 
fellow. But he can’t prove that it wasn’t our 
fire that caused the damage. That’s just our 
trouble. Nobody can!’’ 

“‘Listen, Garry.’? <A slow smile stretched 
the corners of Jerry’s good-natured mouth. 
‘“‘T wouldn’t be so sure about that if I were 

ou.”’ 

‘“About what?’’ asked Garry. 

‘‘That no one can prove you didn’t do the 
damage,’’ elucidated Jerry. ‘‘Because some- 
body can. Ask Jerry Cox—he knows!’’ 


CHAPTER XIV 
A Startuing REVELATION 


At the knowing look that accompanied Jerry 
Cox’s last words, Garry’s amazement grew. 

“‘For the love of Mike, what are you talking 
about, anyway?’’ he demanded. 

‘‘About that fire last night,’’ replied Jerry 
calmly, a merry twinkle in his eye. ‘‘I’m 
probably the one and only person in Lenox 
who can prove that your fire was not re- 
sponsible for setting the blaze in Whalen’s 
garage.’’ 

“<Say, listen, Jerry, are you spoofing me?’’ 
asked Garry tensely. ‘‘Because if you are, 
you might as well say your prayers right now. 
Come across with what you know.”’ 

‘‘T’m not spoofing, honest!’’ returned Jerry. 
‘‘T happened to be passing Whalen’s field quite 
late last night or rather early this morning on 
the way to Doctor Grant’s house te 

‘“What time?’’? demanded Garry eagerly. 

Jerry thought for a moment or two. 

‘<Tt must have been about two, I should say,’’ 
he responded. ‘‘My mother was taken sick and 
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the telephone was out of order, so I said I’d 
run down and get Doctor Grant ue 

“Two o’clock!’’ exclaimed Garry. ‘‘That 
was about an hour before I heard the alarm!’’ 

‘“‘That was about the time,’’ said Jerry. 
‘When I passed Whalen’s field I saw the place 
where you had had your fire. A pretty high 
wind was blowing, and I stopped for a moment 
and went over to see that the fire was all out, 
as I figured it would be a bad night for a blaze 
to get started anywhere.’’ 

‘And it was out?’’ asked Garry. 

‘“‘Hivery last ember. Dead as a doornail! 
Not a spark showing anywhere. Well, I went 
on to the doctor’s. He was out on a call and 
I had to wait a few minutes till he came in. He 
said he’d be right up to the house, and I started 
out ahead of him. As I passed Whalen’s field 
on my way back——’’ 

He paused for a moment to lace his shoe. 

‘‘Yes?’’ cried Garry in exasperation. ‘‘Go 
ahead! Out with it!’’ 

Jerry straightened up. 

“‘T saw several shadows around the place 
where your fire had been, and then I saw a 
flash of fire A 

Garry’s eyes narrowed. 

‘‘So that’s the game is it?’’ he said, and 
added quickly: ‘‘Did you see who they were, 
Jerry?’’ 
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“‘T didn’t stop to find out,’’ Jerry confessed. 
**T thought it might be a bunch of tramps, and 
I hadn’t lost any tramps. I was worried about 
my mother and was anxious to get back home 
as soon as possible. But I remember that I was 
curious at the time, and would have given 
something to know who was lurking about the 
place at that hour in the morning. But after 
the doctor had come and fixed up mother and 
gone again I was so dead tired that I went 
to sleep right away and slept all through the 
racket. This morning I heard about the 
fire, and I’ve been hearing all day that you and 
your friends were being blamed for not 
having put out your fire. I made up my 
mind that I’d see you and tell you what I 
know.”’ 

‘“‘And a mighty nice thing of you to do!”’ 
said Garry warmly. ‘‘You wouldn’t have 
pleased me so much, Jerry, if you’d given me 
a thousand dollars.”’ 

‘“‘T didn’t know it would be worth that 
much,’’ grinned Jerry. ‘‘But there it is for 
what you want to do with it. I’m glad if it’s 
taken anything off your mind.”’ 

“Just one thing more,’’ said Garry. ‘‘Was 
there anything about those fellows you rec- 
ognized? Anything, however small?’’ 

‘‘Not a thing,’’ replied Jerry. ‘‘If I’d 
known you were going to be charged with this 
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thing, I’d have looked more closely. But it 
was dark, I was in a hurry to get home, and 
T let it go at that. Perhaps, though, I might 
say that the fellows were young,’’ he added, 
‘‘for the shadows were kind o’ slender. But 
lots of men are lanky too, so that doesn’t mean 
anything.’’ 

‘‘No, I suppose not,’? mused Garry. ‘‘ Well, 
thanks again, Jerry. Of course you’d be will- 
ing to testify to this if you were called upon, 
I suppose?”’ 

‘‘Sure thing!’’ replied Jerry. ‘‘Glad of the 
chance, if it will do you any good. I owe you 
and your folks a good deal more than I can 
ever pay.”’ 

They parted, and Garry walked on home- 
ward with a quickened step. He was eager to 
impart the news to his father and mother and 
dispel the impression that he and his chums 
had been careless in the matter of extinguish- 
ing the fire. 

His family were quite as delighted as he had 
imagined they would be. Ella hugged him in 
her exuberance, and Mr. and Mrs. Grayson, 
though less demonstrative, were equally 
pleased. 

‘But who could have been there at such an 
unearthly hour and for what purpose?”’ pon- 
dered Mr. Grayson. 

‘Jerry thought that they were tramps,’’ put 
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in Mrs. Grayson. ‘‘That guess seems as likely 
to me as any other.”’ 

Mr. Grayson shook his head. 

“‘Tramps are usually tucked away in some 
haymow at such an hour,’’ he said. 

‘“‘Then who were they?’’ asked Mrs. Gray- 
son in perplexity. 

‘‘T think I know,’’ put in Garry. 

‘“Who?’’ asked Mr. Grayson. 

‘“‘Sandy Podder, Lent Stewart, and others 
of their gang,’’ declared Garry boldly. 

Mr. Grayson smiled rather incredulously. 

““You haven’t a scintilla of proof of that, 
have you?”’ he asked. 

““No proof at all! Only a hunch!’’ admitted 
Garry. ‘‘They’re the only ones I know who 
might have a motive for doing it.’’ 

‘‘T still don’t understand you,’’ said Mr. 
Grayson. ‘‘What possible motive could they 
have?’’ 

‘“‘To get me in bad, together with the rest of 
the team,’’ replied Garry. ‘‘Listen, Dad! 
They hate me like poison. They’d do anything 
to down me. And they were as sore as the 
mischief that we won that game. I caught a 
glimpse of them in the crowd that looked on 
at our bonfire. Now suppose—just suppose— 
the idea came to them that if Whalen’s garage 
should get on fire it would be blamed on us. 
Suppose they were looking on hopefully, wish- 
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ing that it would. Suppose they were dis- 
appointed when they saw we’d stamped the fire 
out and that nothing was going to happen. 
Then suppose they made up their minds that 
something should happen, that they’d make it 
happen. What would be the matter with their 
starting up the fire again, hoping that with the 
high wind that had sprung up some sparks 
would be carried to the garage?’’ 

‘‘You put it rather plausibly, I admit,’’ said 
Mr. Grayson thoughtfully. ‘‘But I hate to be- 
lieve that any boys in this town would carry 
things as far as that.’’ 

“You don’t know those fellows as I do, 
Dad,’’ affirmed Garry. ‘‘They’d stoop to any- 
thing that they thought they could get away 
with. You know what Sandy is from the way 
he tried to put Frank Sherwood in jail on a 
false charge. And Lent Stewart is almost as 
bad. They’re a pair of yellow dogs.’’ 

‘‘Under ordinary circumstances we might be 
able to check up on their movements, and find 
out whether they were at home or not at about 
those hours,’’ said Mr. Grayson. ‘‘But that 
night half the town was out at the fire, and it’s 
perfectly natural that they should have been 
there, too. But I’ll look into the matter fur- 
ther. Anyway, Jerry’s story will help clear 
you and your chums in the public mind, even 
if it doesn’t point out the real culprits. Ill 
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speak of the matter to the editor of the paper, 
and he’ll probably send a reporter up to Jerry 
to get his story and print it.’’ 

If Mr. Grayson was rather cautious and 
skeptical in accepting Garry’s theory as to the 
miscreants responsible for the fire, there was 
no such hesitation on the part of Garry’s 
chums when he repeated to them Jerry’s story 
the following morning. 

‘The tramp stuff is nix,’? pronounced Ted 
Dillingham. ‘‘No sense in it! No motive! 
But there’s plenty of motive for Sandy and his 
bunch to do anything they thought would get 
us in bad.’’ 

Jerry’s story duly appeared in the next 
day’s paper and produced a deep impression. 
In the minds of many it cleared the eleven from 
the imputation that their carelessness had been 
responsible for the fire. But there were not 
wanting some who, like Mr. Whalen himself, 
pointed out that Jerry, being a friend of 
Garry’s, might have made up the story out of 
whole cloth just to help his friend out of a fix. 
There was no corroboration. It could neither 
be proved nor disproved. 

So Garry and his friends still remained in a 
very embarrassing and uncomfortable situa- 
tion. And this was made the more exasperat- 
ing by the evident hilarity of Sandy and his 
cronies. 
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‘‘They look as satisfied as the cat that swal- 
lowed the canary,’’ stormed Bill. ‘‘We’re the 
canary.’ 

“‘They’re grinning and snickering every time 
I see them,’’ glowered Rooster. ‘‘They think 
they’ve put one over for fair this time, and 
they’re tickled to death.”’ 

No trace had yet been found of Lent’s pin 
either, so that, taking everything together, 
Garry had enough to worry and irritate him. 

But he sturdily refused to let these things 
throw him out of his football stride. Doubt- 
less his enemies had thought that it would. 
But in that they miscalculated. 

The next game on the schedule was that with 
Thomaston, to be played on the latter’s 
grounds. Garry was especially anxious to win 
that game, because of the whipping that 
Thomaston had inflicted on Lenox the year be- 
fore. Of course there had been a reason for 
that overwhelming defeat, which had been due 
to the barring of Garry Grayson and Rooster 
Long from the game when they were in tem- 
porary disgrace through the false accusations 
made by Sandy. Without their chief stars the 
dispirited and bewildered Lenox team had met 
its Waterloo. 

But whatever the excuse, the fact remained 
that Thomaston had dragged the Lenox ban- 
ner in the dust, and for that reason Garry was 
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especially anxious for revenge. And to that 
end he drove his team with all the energy and 
enthusiasm he possessed until by the day that 
the game was scheduled it was in first-class con- 
dition with not a player ailing and all ready to 
play at the top of their form. 

It was a fine day, and a large crowd jour- 
neyed over with the team to Thomaston to see 
their pets even up things. 

Harker, the captain of the Thomaston sues 
hada good-natured grin on his face as he shook 
hands with Garry. 

‘““You’re a glutton for punishment,’’ he 
chaffed. ‘‘Wasn’t what we gave you last year 
enough to last for a while?’’ 

‘More than enough,’’ laughed Garry. ‘‘But 
what we’re going to do to you fellows this 
afternoon is a crime. Got an ambulance 
handy? You’ll need it before the game’s 
over.’’ 


CHAPTER XV 
Sweet REvENGE 


“‘You’re talking through your hat,’’ grinned 
Harker, in answer to Garry Grayson’s proph- 
ecy. ‘‘Just wait till our boys get going.’’ 

But the trouble with the Thomaston eleven 
that afternoon was that they didn’t seem to 
‘‘oet going.’? As a matter of fact, the Lenox 
team ran roughshod over their oldtime rivals 
and excelled in every department of the game. 
Their running attack was the best they had 
shown that season. To this they added a 
strong aérial game that bewildered their op- 
ponents and fairly stood them on their heads. 

Not but what the Thomaston team put up a 
plucky fight. Time after time they rallied, and 
for a few moments gave hope to their parti- 
sans. But these were only flashes in the pan. 
Jt was Lenox’s day to win, and her fighting 
team would not be denied. 

Her forward wall was especially strong, 
opening up great holes in the enemy’s line 
through which the backs could plunge. The in- 
terference was as perfect as well could be, and 
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nearly all the off-tackle thrusts and end runs 
were crowned with success. 

Never before had the Lenox backfield shown 
such form. Rooster was a human battering 
ram, and Nick and Ted repeatedly circled the 
ends for long runs. 

Three minutes had barely elapsed before 
Lenox scored its first touchdown. With the 
backs taking turns in carrying the ball, the 
visitors three times made their distance on 
downs, bringing the ball to the twenty-two- 
yard line. On the next play Garry, by a 
dazzling run around left end, carried the ball 
over the line for the first score of the game. 
Bill kicked the goal and the visitors were seven 
points to the good. 

After the kickoff, Thomaston ‘braced and 
checked the mad rush of the invaders. For 
several minutes the lines swayed back and 
forth, the ball passing from one side to the 
other as each team failed to make its distance. 
There were several exchanges of kicks in which 
Lenox had the advantage, Rooster, who was in 
rare form that afternoon, making several punts 
that exceeded fifty yards. Before long Lenox 
was once more within striking distance of the 
enemy’s goal, but was stopped on the six-yard 
line when a fumble by McCarty permitted Han- 
son of the visitors to scoop up the ball and run 
it halfway down the field before he was downed. 
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There was no more scoring in that period, 
though the play was almost always in the 
Thomaston territory. Several times their 
goal was threatened, but they managed to hold 
until the referee’s whistle signaled the end of 
the quarter. 

‘“‘Looks like our day!’’ exulted Rooster, as 
the weary teams halted for a breathing space. 

‘““We'’ve got their goat!’’ chuckled Ted. 
‘“That seven points doesn’t begin to mark the 
difference between the teams. Only a couple 
of breaks saved them. The score ought to be 
twenty to none.”’ 

‘‘Never mind what it ought to be,’’ cautioned 
Garry. ‘‘The fact is, we’re really only seven 
points ahead. Don’t let’s count any chickens 
before they’re hatched. Put the game on ice 
in this next quarter.’’ 

This they proceeded to do as soon as the 
playing was resumed. Tom Allison ran back a 
punt to the forty-yard line. Two attempts at 
the line failed to gain, and then, on a brilliant 
criss-cross pass, Garry slipped like a ghost 
around right end and planted the ball on the 
further side of the line for a touchdown. Ted 
kicked for the extra point and won, and the 
score was now 14 to 0 in favor of the visitors. 

A forward pass was instrumental in the next 
scoring. Garry intercepted a pass on the 
Thomaston thirty-eight-yard line. On the next 
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play he shot the ball fo Tom, after a feint had 
caused tha Thomaston line to sway to the 
right, and through the weakened left side Tom 
galloped to another touchdown. Nick missed 
the kick for point by a hairsbreadth, and six 
more juicy points were added to Lenox’s 
score. 

From then on it was only a question of how 
big the score would be. Thomaston went up 
in the air, and her demoralization was so com- 
plete that in the latter half of the third period, 
with the score 54 to 0 in favor of Lenox, Mr. 
Phillips substituted almost the entire team of 
scrubs in place of the regulars, Garry alone re- 
maining of the first string men, in order to 
guide and steady the new recruits. Even 
against these newcomers the bewildered 
Thomaston line failed to hold, and when Garry 
wound up the game in a blaze of glory by a 
brilliant run of fifty-four yards, Lenox had 
scored a total of seventy points, while her own 
goal line remained uncrossed! 

Never had a turning of the tables been more 
complete. Lenox had redeemed itself by a big- 
ger score than her adversary had piled up in 
the game of the year before. That game had 
been a rankling memory for Lenox fans, and 
their joy was frantic as they watched their 
favorites run wild, piling up the points almost 
at will. 
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Later on it was a hilarious crowd that 
thronged the railroad station waiting for the 
train that was to convey them to Lenox. 

A well-built, clean-cut young fellow of about 
Garry’s own age or a trifle older, came up to 
Garry as he was standing on the platform. 

‘“‘You’re Garry Grayson, captain of the 
Lenox team, aren’t you?’’ he asked. 

‘“Yes,’’ replied Garry. 

‘‘T thought so,’’ said the stranger. ‘‘But 
of course a fellow looks different in his street 
clothes from what he does in his uniform. I’m 
Hugh Wallace. I just wanted to tell you how 
much I admired your playing this afternoon. 
It was corking football. I’ve never seen such 
running as yours in a high school game. It 
was regular college stuff !’’ 

‘‘T’m afraid you’re kidding me,’’ returned 
Garry, with a laugh. ‘‘But I’m glad if you en- 
joyed the game. I take it that you play the 
game yourself from the enthusiastic way you 
speak about it.’’ 

““Yes, I’ve done some playing on my school 
team,’’ admitted Hugh. ‘‘But you’ve set a 
mark this afternoon for me to shoot at, even 
if I never reach it.’’ 

‘‘What is your school?’’ asked Garry, with 
growing interest. 

“‘Stanley Prep,’’ replied Hugh, with a touch 
of pride in his tone, as he named what was 
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generally recognized as the leading prepara- 
tory school in the State. 

‘*That’s a dandy school!’’ exclaimed Garry. 
‘*T’ve heard lots of fellows speak about it. It’s 
the kind I’d like to go to myself, if I had my 
way.”’ 

‘“Why can’t you arrange to go to it?’’ asked 
Hugh eagerly. ‘‘Gee, the boys would welcome 
a player like you with open arms. What are 
your plans anyway? Going to college later 
on?”? 

““That’s the way my folks have mapped it 
out, and it suits me right down to the ground,”’ 
replied Garry. 

“Then if you’re going to college, you’ll 
profit by a year at least in a preparatory 
school,’’ declared Hugh. ‘‘Say, promise me 
that you’ll put it up to your folks to keep 
Stanley Prep in mind when you’ve stayed 
all you’re going to at Lenox High. I’ll speak 
to the head of the school and have him send 
you a prospectus of the school work. Stan- 
ley Prep is the goods, and you won’t make 
any mistake if you come there to prepare for 
college.’’ 

‘“‘T’ve no doubt it’s a bully school as far as 
scholarship goes,’’ remarked Garry. ‘‘And I 
suppose,’? he added with a grin, ‘‘that I 
oughtn’t to be specially interested in anything 
else. But I am, and es 


132 Garry Grayson Showing His Speed 


“‘T get you,’’ Hugh caught him up quickly. 
‘You mean how about football there?’’ 

‘“‘Guessed it right the first time,’’ laughed 
Garry. 

‘‘Well, I don’t want to boost my own school 
overmuch,’’ said Hugh Wallace. ‘‘But, hon- 
est, we have a dandy team. The school has 
always been strong on the gridiron. More 
than one of our graduates have made the foot- 
ball teams of Yale, Princeton, Harvard, and 
other big colleges. We have a coach that’s a 
pip, and what he doesn’t know about football 
isn’t worth talking about. No, you won’t make 
any mistake in choosing Stanley Prep, if foot- 
ball’s what you’re after. And say, maybe they 
wouldn’t be glad to have you on their team! 
Oh boy!’’ 

Garry would have been glad to go into the 
matter further, but just then the train drew up 
at the station. 

‘‘Well, so long,’’ said Garry, as he swung 
himself on board. ‘‘I’m mighty glad to have 
met you. You see that I get the prospectus of 
the school, and I’ll talk it over with my dad.’’ 

With a wave of his hand he disappeared into 
the car, which was already swarming with the 
Lenox boys, who let off steam by singing 
school songs and shouting the Lenox slogan all 
the way to the home town. 

They learned on arriving there that Pawling 
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had also been victorious that day, having put 
the skids under Bass Lake, though not by 
nearly so decisive a score as that with which 
Lenox had overwhelmed Thomaston. 

‘““Which goes to show,’’ remarked Garry, as 
he digested the figures, ‘‘that Pawling is the 
team we’ve got to beat this year, if we grab 
off another championship. That team is hot 
stuff, and it’s out for the bacon.’ 

‘Pawling isn’t to be sneezed at,’’ admitted 
Ted. ‘‘But if we play against her as we did 
against Thomaston this afternoon, she won’t 
have a look in.’’ 

‘« <Tf? is a little word but it means an awful 
lot,’’ warned Garry. ‘‘Whatever else we do, 
don’t let’s get swelled heads. If we win the 
championship, there are three things we’ve got 
to do.’’ 

‘What are they?’’ asked Nick. 

“The first thing is fight,’? replied Garry. 
‘“‘The second thing is fight. The third thing is 
—fight!’’ 


CHAPTER XVI 
Tue RarrLetTraP LIVVER 


‘‘Hiver hear of Stanley Prep, Dad?’’ asked 
Garry that evening, after he had duly recited 
the story of the great victory over Thomaston. 

‘“‘T know of it as an excellent preparatory 
school, one of the best of its kind in the State,’’ 
replied Mr. Grayson. ‘‘But why do you ask?’’ 

‘“‘T met one of the fellows from that school 
to-day,’’ explained Garry. ‘‘Hugh Wallace, he 
said his name was. He seems to be a regular 
fellow, and he was boosting his school to beat 
the band. Promised to send you a prospectus 
Otat. 

‘“T shall be glad to get it,’’ replied his father. 
‘And if it impresses me favorably, I may take 
a run up there to look it over. In that case 
I'll take you along with me. But of course 
there’s no hurry about it as you’ve just started 
this third year at high school.’’ 

There was no practice the next day on the 
school gridiron, for Mr. Phillips, in accordance 
with his custom, gave them a holiday after the 
hard game of the day before. 
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On the way home after school Garry was 
chatting with his chums, when he stopped sud- 
denly in the midst of a sentence, his eyes set in 
a fixed stare. 

‘‘What’s biting you?’’ asked Rooster inele- 
gantly. 

‘‘Look!’’ cried Garry, pointing to a flivver 
that was almost abreast of the group. ‘‘The 
fellow that got the stickpin! Stop him, some- 
body!’’ His voice rose to a yell, as he darted 
out into the middle of the street. 

At his shout the driver turned toward him, 
and the boys could see that it was indeed the 
man who had tricked them at their summer 
camp. There were the fair hair, the blue eyes, 
the snub nose, the impudent, self-satisfied ex- 
pression. They knew the flivver, too, at a 
glance. There was no doubt of the man’s 
identity. 

A startled look came into the fellow’s eyes 
as he recognized Garry. He put on full speed 
and the machine leaped forward. 

Garry Grayson had run out into the street 
with a vague idea of getting in front of the 
flivver and stopping it. But at the bound the 
car took Garry jumped back just in time to 
avoid being knocked down and run over. The 
ear whirled down the street at reckless speed, 
turned a corner on two wheels, and disap- 


peared. 
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Garry and his chums looked at each other, 
angry and chagrined. 

“‘Did any one get the number?’’ asked Garry. 

‘““Couldn’t read anything through the cloud 
of dust he kicked up,’’ declared Rooster, and 
the rest had been equally luckless. 

Just then Tom Dolby, one of the employees 
of Mr. Sherwood, Bill’s father, came along with 
a car he was using on an errand for the firm. 

‘‘Hey, Tom,’’ shouted Bill. ‘‘Take us 
aboard, will you, and step on the gas? I want 
you to chase another car.’’ 

Tom looked a bit doubtful as he came to a 
stop. 

“‘T don’t know,’’? he objected. ‘‘The 
boss 2 

‘‘T’ll make it all right for you with my 
father,’’ promised Bill. ‘‘He’d tell you to do 
it if he were here. Get aboard, fellows. Now, 
Tom, let her out. The fellow skipped around 
that corner. He’ll probably hit the road for 
Pleasantville. This car must be faster than 
that old flivver. If we once get sight of him, 
we’ll overhaul him. And if we do, you’ll see 
one thief get a nice lambasting, unless he 
ponies up the thing he stole.’ 

Tom entered into the spirit of the chase and 
‘‘stepped on the gas,’’ the car responding in- 
stantly. 

They turned the corner, and all eyes eagerly 


The Rattletrap Flivver 187 


scanned the road ahead. Far off they could 
see what they believed to be the flivver for 
which they were searching. It was going at a 
reckless rate, and half the time seemed to be 
in the air. 

“‘Only hitting the high places, and it’s got a 
good head start,’’ pronounced Garry. 

‘“‘Give this old bus all the juice you 
can, Tom,’’ urged Bill. ‘‘The road bends a 
little way ahead and then forks in three direc- 
tions. Keep him in sight, whatever you 
do.”’ 

Tom Dolby did as directed, and the car took 
on added speed. But the fugitive reached and 
turned the bend in the road, which at that point 
ran through an extensive patch of woodland. 
At the same moment there was a tremendous 
report that made the boys jump. 

‘A blowout!’ exclaimed Garry, in vexation, 
as he saw the right hind wheel becoming 
shrunken and wabbly. 

“‘T’ve got a spare that I can put on in a 
jiffy,’ declared Tom hopefully. 

‘“‘T don’t care if we run on the rim,’’ cried 
Bill hotly. ‘‘Keep on, Tom, till we turn that 
curve in the road, anyway. From there we can 
see what road he takes when he comes to the 
forks.”’ 

Tom looked doubtful, but after all Bill was 
the boss’s son, and so Tom kept on, though of 
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course with diminished speed, owing to the flat 
tire. 

As they turned the bend, they caught a van- 
ishing glimpse of their quarry taking the 
middle of the three roads that came together a 
little way ahead. 

‘‘Well, that’s something, anyway,’’ Garry 
consoled himself, as they all jumped to the 
ground to help Tom put on the spare tire. 
‘“We won’t have to guess what road he’s taken. 
And with just a little bit of luck we may catch 
him yet.’’ 

They were making a rush job of substituting 
the spare for the damaged tire when another 
car came dashing along the road with two oc- 
cupants. It drew up as it came abreast of 
Garry and his friends, and the boys, looking 
up, saw that the car held Sandy Podder and 
Lent Stewart. 

“‘Hlat tire,’? commented Lent to his compan: 
ion. 

‘The car’s not the only thing in that bunch 
that has flat tires,’? remarked Sandy, with a 
sneer. 

A hot retort was on Garry’s lips, but he 
checked it as an idea came to him. Sandy’s 
ear was fast. It could easily overtake the fugi- 
tive, if Sandy cared to do so. He hated to 
think of the thief getting away after they had 
come so near to laying their hands upon him. 
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‘*We were chasing the fellow who got your 
stickpin,’’ Garry said, addressing Stewart. 
‘‘He took that middle road. You can catch 
him in five minutes with that car.’’ 

_ Lent gaped in surprise. Sandy looked in- 
credulous. ‘Then a look of uneasiness came 
into his eyes. 

‘“‘Perhaps he’s got a pistol,’’ Sandy re- 
marked in an undertone to Lent. ‘‘It isn’t 
up to us to do police work, anyway. Let them 
pull their own chestnuts out of the fire.’’ 

‘<That’s so,’’? responded Lent. ‘‘It isn’t up 
to us to get back the pin, especially if there’s 
any risk in doing it. I’m sitting pretty, any- 
way. Garry Grayson’s father has got to make 
it good.”’ 

The cool cynicism of the remark enraged 
Garry. His fists clenched and his eyes blazed. 

‘‘And why has he got to pay for it?’’ he 
asked. ‘‘Because you two cowardly skunks 
looted our camp, stole and spoiled our pro- 
visions. Your pin would never have been lost, 
Lent Stewart, if you and your pal hadn’t been 
curs and thieves. Yes, thieves, just as much as 
the man we’re chasing is a thief !’’ 

‘‘Look out what you’re saying, Garry Gray- 
son!’’ snarled Sandy, his face flushing. 

‘‘He’s only telling the truth,’’ blurted out 
Bill Sherwood. ‘‘You are a thief, Sandy Pod- 
der, and a perjurer as well. You tried to fix 
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a theft on my brother. You ought to be behind 
the bars this minute.’’ 

‘‘Perhaps he will be yet, when they find out 
who set fire to Whalen’s garage,’’ put in 
Rooster. 

The shaft drawn at a venture went home. 
Both Sandy and Lent turned pale and ex- 
changed frightened glances. 

‘“Wh-what do you mean by that?’’ stam- 
mered Sandy, in a tone he meant to be bluster- 
ing but that was only quavering. 

‘‘Never mind what I mean,’’ returned 
Rooster. 

“You know what he means,.all right,’’ said 
Ted significantly. 

Lent nudged Sandy nervously. 

‘‘Let’s get out of this,’’ he muttered. 

Sandy threw in the clutch and the ear 
bounded away at a rapid rate of speed. 

‘““That’s giving them something to think 
about,’’ declared Rooster, turning to his com- 
panions. ‘‘I’ll bet they won’t sleep very well 
to-night.’’ 

“It was a good bluff,’? commented Garry. 
‘*T only wish we had some way of proving it.’’ 

‘““The car’s ready now,’’ pronounced Tom 
Dolby, as he put away his tools and wiped the 
perspiration from his face. ‘‘Jump in and 
we'll be off.’’ 

The boys piled in and the car tore down the 
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road along which the fugitive had gone. But 
they had lost six precious minutes, and they 
had little real hope now of catching the rascal. 

What hope they had was further diminished 
when a few minutes later they reached a sec- 
ond crossroads, where, looking in every direc- 
tion, they could see no trace of the car they 
were pursuing. 

‘“‘He might have ecu any one of these 
three roads,’’ stated Bill disconsolately. ‘‘I 
guess he’s made his getaway all right.’’ 

‘‘Let’s keep straight ahead,’’ suggested 
Garry, in desperation. ‘‘That will give us 
one chance in three, anyway, and if we guess 
right, it may save my dad five hundred 
dollars.”’ 

‘“Why couldn’t that old rattletrap of his 
have had the blowout instead of our car?”’ 
groaned Ted. 

They kept on for several miles, but when 
they caught no glimpse of the fleeing rep- 
robate finally gave up the chase in disgust. 

‘‘Oh, well,’’ sighed Nick, as Tom turned the 
car around to return to Lenox, ‘‘we’ve given 
him a scare, anyway.”’ 

‘““Not much nourishment in that,’’ grumbled 
Bill. 

“‘T don’t suppose we’d have recovered the 
pin, anyway,’’ remarked Garry moodily. 
“‘He’s probably disposed of it long ago. But 
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it would have been some satisfaction to nab 
the fellow and put him in jail.”’ 

‘‘He had his nerve to pass through Lenox,”’ 
remarked Rooster. 

‘“‘He probably didn’t know we live there,”’’ 
surmised Garry. ‘‘But it’s a safe bet he won’t 
visit that town again. We’ve had our chance 
and lost it.’’ 

Mr. Grayson listened with great interest as 
Garry told him that evening of what-had oc- 
curred. He had already sworn out a warrant 
for the rascal under the name of John Doe, a 
convenient legal fiction to be afterward re- 
placed by the fellow’s real name if he were 
caught. 

‘Tt shows that the fellow’s somewhere in the 
neighborhood, anyway,’’ he said, as he rose 
from the table. ‘‘I’ll phone down to police 
headquarters and have them phone to the au- 
thorities of every town within fifty miles, giving 
as good a description as we can of the man and 
the car. There’s a chance that we may get him 
yet.”’ 

‘‘If it hadn’t been for that blowout!’’ 
groaned Garry. 


CHAPTER XVII 
On a Muppy Gripiron 


Mr. Grayson was as good as his word, and 
the police of various towns within a radius of 
fifty miles were given a description of the man 
and the car the boys had followed until the 
trail had been lost at the crossroads and the 
statement that a warrant was out against 
him. 

When several days had passed without any 
report that promised anything, Garry’s hopes 
began to fade. Hither the man was in hiding 
or he had slipped through the mesh and had 
got farther away than the notifications had 


gone. 
‘“‘T guess he’s going yet,’’ said Garry dis- 
consolately to his chums. ‘‘That day was a 


total loss, as far as getting back that pin was 
concerned.’’ 

But after his first disappointment was over 
Garry put Sandy’s gang and their machina- 
tions out of his mind. He was determined to 
let nothing take his thoughts from football. 
The day was approaching for the game with 
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Bass Lake, and Garry was bent upon adding 
other scalps to the Lenox collection. 

So he drove on the team relentlessly, work- 
ing in every brush with the scrubs as hard as 
he would in a regular game. 

‘‘Regular slave driver,’’ bantered Bill good- 
naturedly one afternoon when the practice had 
been unusually hard. ‘‘Cracking the whip all 
the time.’’ 

‘‘Has us running around with our tongues 
hanging out of our mouths,’’ laughed Ted. 

‘“‘You’d think this coming game was with 
a regular team instead of Bass Lake,’’ inter- 
jected Rooster. ‘‘Why, we’ll chew them up 
without half trying.’’ 

‘‘Look at the way Pawling trimmed them!’’ 
said Nick. ‘‘I’ll bet our scrubs could lick 
them.’’ 

Garry looked at them sorrowfully. 

““You poor nuts!’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘Haven’t 
you learned yet that over-confidence is the 
worst thing that can happen to a team? And 
don’t you know that the team that plays like a 
lot of hams to-day may play like a lot of stars 
to-morrow? If that’s the spirit in which we’re 
going to tackle Bass Lake, we deserve to get 
licked. Don’t you kid yourselves that that 
team’s a pudding. Any team that’s good 
enough to be in this league is good enough 
to put us on our mettle to win.”’ 
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‘‘Right you are, Grayson,’’ said Mr. Phil- 
lips, who had come up in time to hear the last 
part of the conversation. ‘‘I’ve seen many a 
big college team whipped by the team of some 
backwater college that on form didn’t have a 
right to be on the same field with them. It 
wasn’t that the big college team wasn’t the bet- 
ter one. It was simply because they held their 
adversaries too cheaply and by the time they 
woke up they’d lost the game. Don’t you fel- 
lows make that mistake.’’ 

The game was scheduled to be played on the 
Bass Lake grounds. The previous night had 
closed in dark and lowering, and when Garry 
awoke on the day of the game the rain was 
coming down steadily. 

‘‘T don’t see how you can play to-day,’’ re- 
marked Ella Grayson, as Garry took his seat 
at the breakfast table. 

‘¢Why not?’’ asked Garry, as he helped him- 
self plentifully to bacon and eggs. 

‘‘Because the field will be a sea of mud,’’ re- 
plied Ella. 

‘“Think we’ll get our little tootsies wet or 
that it will take the permanent waves out of 
our hair?’’ asked Garry scornfully. 

‘“You needn’t be so sarcastic,’’? retorted 
Ella. ‘‘You think you’re a regular caveman, 
don’t you?’’ 

‘‘Not exactly,’’ replied Garry. ‘‘But we 
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fellows don’t care for little things that would 
frighten a girl to death.”’ 

‘‘Just for that, smarty, I hope you’ll get 
beaten,’’ snapped Ella. ‘‘You need to have 
some of the conceit taken out of you. Anyway, 
I wouldn’t be so simple as to hand over a 
valuable pin to the first person who asked me 
fori” 

That she had scored was evident from the 
flush that mounted to Garry’s brow. 

‘‘That’s enough,’’ put in Mr. Grayson with 
the quiet decisiveness from which there was no 
appeal. ‘‘Hat your breakfast now and behave 
yourselves.”’ 

But when the time came for Garry to leave 
the house Ella came up and slipped her arm 
through his. 

‘*T didn’t mean what I said, Garry,’’ she said 
penitently. ‘‘I hope you beat Bass Lake. It 
was mean of me to say what I did about the 
pin.’’ 

‘It was all my fault, Sis,’’ replied Garry. 
‘‘T was as snappy as the mischief. I’ll tell you 
why. It’s because this rain is a bad thing for 
Lenox. We’re a running team, and with a slip- 
pery field we’ll find it hard to keep our foot- 
ing. Bass Lake has more beef, and they won’t 
mind the mud so much. But I’m awfully sorry 
I was so aggravating.’’ 

With peace restored, Garry Grayson left the 
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house a little while later to join his compan- 
ions. But he still rested under an uneasy feel- 
ing of apprehension. As he had said, Lenox 
depended largely on its speed. Fast running 
had accounted for many of its victories. And 
speed was at a discount in a muddy field. 

But he kept this thought in the back of his 
mind and was seemingly the soul of confidence 
as he joined the other members of the team, 
joking and laughing and keeping them in high 
spirits on their way over to the field of com- 
bat. 

It was a muddy field, sure enough! The 
Bass Lake boys had scattered hay over the 
worst parts, but this availed little or nothing. 
Still football games had been played in a driv- 
ing snowstorm, and there was no thought of 
postponement. 

Considering the weather, there was a sur- 
prisingly large attendance. Not many of the 
townspeople were there, but the respective 
schools had turned out in force to cheer on 
their favorites. Even the girls, despite 
Garry’s slighting allusion, had braved the 
storm in large numbers, and their gayly 
colored raincoats, as well as their rosy faces 
and bright eyes, lent color and vivacity to the 
scene. ‘ 

‘““We ought to be ducks with webbed feet to 
play on a field like this,’? remarked Bill Sher- 
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wood, as he took in the field bestrewn with 
pools of water. 

Bass Lake won the toss, but elected to de- 
fend its goal because the way the wind was 
blowing favored the defense. So Lenox had 
the kickoff. 

Rooster kicked off to Putnam, who came back 
fast before he was downed on his thirty-eight- 
yard line. Baldwin broke through between 
right end and tackle for four yards. Masters 
tried at the other side, but was thrown back 
for the loss of a yard. Carver attempted to 
bore through between left guard and tackle but 
was halted in his tracks. 

The Lenox line was holding strongly, and on 
the fourth down Allison punted thirty-two 
yards to Nick, who was brought down on the 
Bass Lake twenty-seven-yard line. Ted 
plunged through between left end and tackle 
for four yards. Bass Lake was penalized for 
holding. Then came a five-yard plunge by 
Nick and two more by Rooster which brought 
the ball perilously close to the Bass Lake goal. 

But with a touchdown nearly in sight, Bill 
dropped the slippery ball when it was passed 
to him, and Putnam fell on it. He immediately 
punted it out of danger and the ball was re- 
covered by Lenox on the enemy’s forty-yard 
line. 

Garry now took the ball himself, and by 
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three bull-like plunges in succession tore his 
way to the Bass Lake thirty-yard line. 

Bill jabbed through for two on the first 
down. Nick tore in for three more. Ted ac- 
counted for two, but when Rooster tried for 
the three necessary to make the distance he 
gained but two and the ball went to Bass Lake 
on downs, on its own twenty-yard line. 

Putnam and Baldwin on successive tries 
failed to gain, and Ellison punted to Nick who 
was thrown in his tracks by Wilson, the speedy 
Bass Lake left end. On this play Lenox was 
penalized fifteen yards for holding. Rooster 
punted to the enemy’s thirty-eight-yard line. 

The home team could make no impression 
against the fierce defense put up by the invad- 
ers and punted to Rooster. The latter slipped 
in the muddy going and was nailed by two of 
the Bass Lake tackers on the Lenox fifteen- 
yard line. This was too close for comfort and 
Nick punted, the ball going out of bounds on 
the Lenox forty-six-yard line. 

Then a long forward pass by Ellison to Put- 
nam accounted for a gain of twenty-two yards 
and gave the enemy a first down on the Lenox 
twenty-four-yard line. 

Putnam went through for three yards. Bald- 
win, on an attempt between left guard and 
tackle, was thrown back for a loss of a yard. 
Masters found a hole on the other side of the 
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line that was good for six, and on the next try 
Putnam gained two, making the distance with 
a down to spare. 

This brought the enemy within fourteen 
yards of the Lenox goal. And as misfortunes 
never come singly, Lenox was again penalized 
half the distance to the goal line. Now Bass 
Lake was only seven yards away from the 
coveted line! 

‘“Brace, fellows,’’ panted Garry. ‘‘For the 
love of Pete, brace!’’ 

The Lenox line stiffened. Twice the enemy 
tried to gain, but they met a stone wall. Not 
an inch would Lenox give. 

The stands were in a tumult. 

‘‘Hold ’em, Lenox, hold ’em!’’ went up in a 
roar from the visitors’ section. 

‘‘Smash ’em, Bass Lake! Over the line!’’ 
howled the rooters for the home team. 

Finding the line impregnable, Bass Lake 
tried a forward pass, Ellison to Carver. But 
Garry had sensed the play and, leaping high 
in the air, intercepted the ball. 

He tucked it under his arm and streaked 
down the field like a flash of light! 


CHAPTER XVIII 
A THRILL AND A SPILL 


Wirx Nick Danter on one side and Ted Dil- 
lingham on the other, Garry sped along, dodg- 
ing here, straight-arming there, while Nick and 
Ted bowled over the opposing tacklers like so 
many tenpins. 

Soon he was clear of the pack and had almost 
a clear field before him, with the exception of 
Carver and Putnam, who were converging on 
him from different directions. 

On a dry field it would have been a certain 
touchdown. But the mud made the lad feel 
that he was running ina nightmare. His shoes 
were clogged with mud. His legs felt as though 
they weighed a ton. Twice he slipped and was 
almost down, but he recovered by a mighty 
effort and raced on. 

Behind him came the thudding feet of his op- 
ponents, hampered as he himself was with the 
mud. But if enemies were coming, friends 
were coming too, and there were furious en- 
counters as the Lenox boys strove to keep their 
adversaries from their prey. 

151 


152 Garry Grayson Showing His Speed 


On Garry went until he had come within 
twenty yards of the goal. Then, with victory 
in sight, he splashed into a pool of water and 
went down in a welter of mud and spray. 

Before he could regain his feet he was buried 
beneath a pile of bodies, and before the pile 
could be disentangled the referee’s whistle 
sounded the ending of the quarter. 

It had been a ding-dong battle, with neither 
side scoring. If it had demonstrated anything, 
it was that the two teams were very evenly 
matched. 

‘‘Gee, but that was hard luck!’’ commented 
Rooster Long, as the mud-bespattered warriors 
rested between periods. ‘‘On a dry field you’d 
have tallied, sure!’’ 

‘‘Old Jupiter Pluvius is a good friend of 
Bass Lake,’’ grumbled Nick. 

‘‘And Garry is a good friend of Lenox!’’ ex- 
claimed Ted, clapping his friend on the shoul- 
der. ‘‘We were at the last gasp when he 
stepped in. Gee, Garry, the way you inter- 
cepted that pass and legged it down the field 
was a sight for sore eyes!’’ 

‘‘Well, the ball’s in the enemy’s territory, 
anyway,’’ Garry summarized the situation. 
‘‘We start the next period with a big advan- 
tage, and it’s up to us to make the most of it.’? 

In his own mind he vowed that Fate should 
not cheat them of that touchdown. Twenty 
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yards yet to go! He would make that twenty 
yards if he had to make it himself! 

It was snapped back to him. Lowering his 
head, he plunged like a battering ram through 
the line. It rose to meet him, but he would not 
be denied. Boring, grinding, smashing, he went 
through for seven yards, with almost the entire 
Bass Lake team on his back. 

Dizzy from the impact, he rose to his feet. 
He cast a quick glance at Bill, and the enemy, 
interpreting that as a sign that the latter was 
to get the ball, surged to that side of the line. 
But Garry double-crossed them by again re- 
taining the ball and plunging through the weak- 
ened side for four yards more. He had made 
his distance with two downs to spare. 

Once more the panting warriors lined up, 
with the Bass Lake goal line only nine yards 
away. 

That last desperate jab at the line had left 
Garry with his head reeling. He had been 
roughed, too, in the mixup and his nose was 
bleeding. But his spirit was as indomitable as 
ever. 

He took a chance with the first down and 
passed the ball to Tom, who went through for 
three. With three downs yet in hand and six 
yards to go, Garry took a risk on Bill. But 
the latter slipped in the mud just as he started 
and was smeared for a loss of a yard.., 
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With his head somewhat steadied, Garry 
again took the ball and smashed through be- 
tween right guard and tackle for four yards. 

The Bass Lake line was bracing desperately 
now, and their partisans were begging them to 
hold, while the Lenox rooters were yelling their 
heads off for a touchdown. 

Once more the ball was snapped back to 
Garry. He made a feint to the right, and as 
the line swayed in that direction summoned all 
his strength and plunged through left end and 
tackle. He felt as though the ground had risen 
up and hit him, but he was a raging wildcat 
now and tore his way through, falling six inches 
over the line for a touchdown. 

When it was discovered that he had made 
it, the yells that went up from the Lenox stands 
beggared description, the shrill treble of the 
girls blending with the heavier roar that came 
booming down the field: 


‘“Lenox! Lenox! Len, Len, Len! 
See how we smashed ’em, 

Tore ’em and gashed ’em! 
Grayson! Grayson! Grayson!’’ 


Rooster kicked the goal, and the score was 
7 to 0 in favor of Lenox. 

Putnam sent the ball whirling down the field 
for thirty-five yards, and Rooster ran it back 
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to the Lenox thirty-eight-yard line before he 
was downed. Bill went through for three yards 
on the right side of the line. Ted jabbed at 
a point between left end and tackle, but was 
smeared without a gain. Nick dropped the 
muddy ball as he made his plunge, and it was 
scooped up by Carver, who made a pretty run 
before he was downed on Lenox’s twenty-yard 
line. 

At this point the home team incurred a pen- 
alty of fifteen yards for holding, and a moment 
later Garry intercepted a pass on his own 
thirty-yard line. A series of line smashes 
failed to gain, and Rooster kicked. Bass Lake 
was equally unable to gain, and for the next 
two minutes the game resolved itself into a 
kicking duel, with the honors about even. 
Neither side, it seemed, could get its offense 
going against the desperate resistance that was 
put up by the other. 

But after Rooster had kicked out of bounds 
to the Lenox forty-five-yard line there came a 
burst of energy and speed on the part of the 
home team that pulled its rooters cheering to 
their feet. 

A forward pass from Ellison to Masters made 
it first down for Bass Lake on the thirty-five- 
yard line. Then Putnam fell back and tossed 
the ball to Carver, who started off like an ar- 
row to his mark. He skirted the left end of 
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the Lenox line like the wind, but Bill, coming 
at him from an angle, made a magnificent tackle 
and threw him on the Lenox five-yard line. 

Putnam plunged at the line between right 
end and tackle, but was halted in his tracks. 
Carver went through for four. With one yard 
to go Ellison crashed the line and was pushed 
over for a touchdown. Masters’ try for point 
went astray and Lenox was still ahead, though 
by the slender margin of a single point. 

And now it was the turn of the Bass Lake 
rooters to howl, and they did it with a vim and 
fervor that put all their previous efforts to 
shame. 

The field by this time had become a quag- 
mire, churned up as it was by the feet of the 
battling players. The latter were covered with 
mud from head to foot and soaked to the skin. 
The rain still continued, and whenever it came 
down a little more heavily than usual it was 
hard for the spectators to identify the players. 

For the rest of that quarter the ball passed 
from one side to the other in a series of hotly 
contested scrimmages, neither side being able 
to gain consistently, and the ball was in mid- 
field when the period ended with the score still 
seven to six in favor of Lenox. 

‘‘So this is the team we were going to beat 
without half trying!’’ remarked Garry sarcas- 
tically. 
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‘‘Take it all back,’’ said Rooster penitently. 
‘‘They’re certainly on the war path to-day, and 
we’ll be lucky enough to save our own scalps, 
let alone getting theirs. That fullback of theirs 
is a terror.”’ 

““No better than you,’’ replied Garry. ‘‘In 
that kicking duel your punts carried further 
than his, and he hasn’t anything on you in any 
other department of the game. And that goes 
for the team in general. On a dry field we’d 
have the edge, but the rain is helping them on 
account of their greater weight in the line. But 
we’re not going to use the rain as an alibi. 
Rain or no rain, we want this game, and the 
only way we’re going to get it is to work for 
it. Go right in now and rip ’em up the back!’’ 

At the beginning of the third period Carver 
kicked off to Nick, who brought the ball back 
for seven yards before he was downed. On 
three jabs at the line Lenox netted but five 
yards and Ted punted to Bass Lake’s thirty- 
five-yard line. 

Putnam crashed through right tackle and 
end for three yards. On the second down, 
Carver circled the end for nineteen yards, 
bringing the ball to the Lenox twenty-five-yard 
line. 

Bass Lake made no gain on its first two 
tries, and Putnam punted over the goal line. 
The ball was taken out to the Lenox twenty-. 
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yard line. Rooster punted, but the punt was 
blocked by Ellison, who fell on the ball on the 
twenty-eight-yard line. A perfect pass from 
Masters was dropped by Putnam, but he re- 
covered it before it could be nabbed by any op- 
posing player. 

Then from the twenty-six-yard line Ellison 
kicked for a field goal. The ball was heavy 
with mud and water, but it was propelled with 
such force and so true an aim that it went 
straight as a die over the bar and between the 
goal posts. 

The tables had been turned, and it was now 
Bass Lake that was in the lead by a score of 
940-7 

Cowbells jangled, whistles shrieked, rattles 
grated as accompaniments to the chorus of 
cheers that went up from the home rooters as 
their pets took the lead. The Lenox delega- 
tion yelled back defiance, but there was no joy 
and little conviction in their cheers. It began 
to look as if in the little-thought-of Bass Lake 
team, the Lenox eleven had ‘‘caught a Tartar.”* 

Carver kicked off, and Nick ran the kick 
back to the Lenox thirty-yard line. Lenox tried 
line bucking, but the mud was so slippery that 
their ball carriers could hardly get started. 
There was no grip to be had on the earth, and 
the game was fast resolving itself into a push- 
ing contest. 
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Failing to pierce the enemy’s line, Rooster 
kicked to the Bass Lake twenty-seven-yard line. 
The enemy, when it got the ball, found it also 
an almost impossible thing to push through 
the line, and Putnam kicked a long rolling ball 
that covered sixty yards and came perilously 
close to the visitors’ goal. 

Bill grabbed the ball and ran it back to the 
Lenox eighteen-yard line, where he was downed 
with such violence that it made him groggy. 

‘‘Better call it a day, Bill, and let me put 
some one else in,’’ suggested Garry, as he sup- 
ported the reeling form of his chum. 

“Nothing doing!’’ growled Bill. ‘‘I’ll be all 
right in a minute.’’ 

A moment later he resumed play amid the 
cheers of both sides, who were ready to 
acknowledge gameness when they saw it. 

Rooster punted the ball out of danger. A 
forward pass from Ellison to Carver netted ten 
yards. Then Putnam made a first down on 
the Lenox twenty-nine-yard line. A pass was 
grounded. Then Masters tried the line at the 
right and was thrown back for a loss. Another 
attempt failed to gain and the ball went to 
Lenox on downs. 

Garry shot a pass to Nick, and the latter 
made a beautiful run of twenty-four yards. 
Then Garry took the ball and by a superb ex- 
hibition of line bucking ploughed through to, 
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the Bass Lake thirty-seven-yard line. Once 
more Lenox made its distance on downs. The 
visitors were going now like a house afire. 

It began to look as though Bass Lake had 
shot its bolt, for the Lenox boys, inspired by 
their captain’s example, were breaking the line 
almost at will. But just as the prospects for a 
touchdown looked bright the whistle blew, and 
the quarter was ended with the ball still in 
Lenox’s possession on the enemy’s eighteen- 
yard line. 

“Two minutes more and we’d have had 
them,’’ grumbled Rooster. 

‘‘Two minutes more and we will have them!’’ 
declared Garry, as he wiped the mud from his 
face. 

He made his words good within a minute 
after play was resumed. For when the ball was 
snapped to him he made a feint at the right 
side of the line that drew his foes in that di- 
rection, and then, turning like a flash, skirted 
the left end and carried the ball over the line 
for Lenox’s second touchdown of the game. 

Ted missed the try for goal, and the score 
was now 13 to 9 in favor of Lenox. 

‘‘Who said thirteen was an unlucky num- 
ber?’’ chuckled Rooster to his mates, though 
his words could barely be heard in the frantic 
cheering that rose from the Lenox stands. 

Tom Allison was knocked out soon after play 
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was resumed, and Pete Maddern, captain of the 
Lenox scrubs, was called on to take his place. 

For the next few minutes the play was fast 
and furious. Both sides were battling for all 
they were worth. 

Ted fumbled the slippery ball and Putnam 
recovered it on the Bass Lake forty-yard line. 
Carver reeled off five yards, but on the next 
try Bill broke through and smeared Masters 
for a loss of six. Ellison kicked to the Lenox 
twenty-eight-yard line and Nick returned the 
ball in another kick to the Bass Lake thirty- 
nine-yard line. Carver failed to gain and 
kicked to Rooster, who made a fair catch on 
his twenty-six-yard line. Then, by successive 
downs, Lenox planted the ball on the home 
team’s thirty-three-yard line. But here a 
penalty for holding set the visitors back fifteen 
yards. They failed to gain on downs, and the 
ball went to Bass Lake. 

Then Garry set the Lenox rooters yelling by 
intercepting a forward pass and making a 
beautiful run of twenty-nine yards. Here 
again the mud intervened, for he had dodged 
almost the whole Bass Lake line and had a 
clear field before him when he slipped in the 
mud and water and went down. 

Lenox failed to gain its distance and the ball 
went to Bass Lake. 

Only three minutes of playing time remained. 
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Despairing of making the distance by straight 
line bucking, the home team uncorked a furious 
aérial attack. A long pass, Hllison to Carver, 
netted nineteen yards. Another from Putnam 
to Masters accounted for seventeen more. To 
add to the visitors’ discomfiture, they were set 
back fifteen yards more for rough play. In the 
twinkling of an eye the whole situation had 
been reversed and the ball had been brought 
within fourteen yards of the Lenox goal. 

Another forward pass was tried, but Pete 
leaped high in the air and blocked the ball. It 
was so slippery, however, that he could not 
hold it, and it dropped at his feet. Masters, 
coming in on the run, scooped up the ball and, 
skirting the right end of the Lenox line, dashed 
over the line for a touchdown. Ellison kicked 
the goal just as the referee’s whistle blew. 

Bass Lake had triumphed by a score of 16 
to 13. The latter had indeed proved an un- 
lucky number—for Lenox! 


CHAPTER XIX 
Tue Broken BrivGe 


Ir was a heart-breaking game to lose when 
victory had twice seemed probable, but the 
Lenox lads were good sports, and there was no 
grumpiness in the cheers that they raised for 
the winners. The latter responded in kind, and 
then both teams made a break for the club- 
house, Bass Lake to jubilate, Lenox to mourn. 

‘“‘Lady Luck had no use for us to-day,’’ 
gloomed Ted Dillingham, as he shed his muddy 
uniform and slipped under the showers. 

“They certainly had what breaks there 
were,’’ admitted Bill. 

‘“We were beaten but not disgraced,’’ Garry 
comforted himself. ‘‘You boys put up a rat- 
tling good game, but it was simply our day to 
lose. Better luck next time.’’ 

““You’ve got no kick coming,’’ observed 
Rooster. ‘‘You made both touchdowns and 
would have made others if the field hadn’t 
been so slippery. Gee, Garry, you put up a 
wonderful game!’’ 

‘‘T wonder if it’s ever going to stop rain- 
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ing!’’ complained Nick Danter, as he looked 
through a window, ‘‘It’s coming down now 
harder than ever.’’ 

‘‘Looks as if we’d have to swim back,’’ mut- 
tered Bill. 

By the time they had dressed and emerged 
from the clubhouse the crowd had melted away. 
In the direction of Lenox, the numerous ve- 
hicles had some time before made their way 
over the muddy roads as fast as they could. 

The members of the team had come over in 
a special bus devoted especially to them. They 
were glad of this now, as they were in no mood 
to discuss the game with outsiders. Among 
themselves they could grouch to their hearts’ 
content. 

The rain seemed to put on a special spurt as 
they climbed into the bus. 

““Trying to give us one extra dig before we 
get under shelter,’’ commented Nick. 

“‘Tt’s certainly spoiled a perfectly good 
day,’’ added Rooster, with an unhappy look at 
the splashes of rain that beat on the windows. 

‘‘Well, I guess it has now done its worst,”’’ 
observed Garry. ‘‘Gee, but it feels good to be 
dry for once! I know now how Noah felt when 
he got into the ark.’’ 

A little while later they were shaken out of 
their complacency by a sudden halt of the 
bus that almost threw them to the floor, 
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so vigorously had the driver applied the brakes. 

‘‘What’s the matter, Jake?’’ asked Garry, 
letting a window down and thrusting out his 
head. 

‘‘Matter enough,’’ replied Jake, pointing a 
little way ahead of him. ‘‘See where that 
bridge was? Well, it isn’t there any longer. 
This rain has made the creek so high that it’s 
swept the bridge clean away. Lucky I saw 
it before we tumbled in.’’ 

“‘T should say it was!’’ ejaculated Garry, as 
he looked at the raging waters. ‘‘If we’d gone 
in there, some of us would have been trapped 
in the bus and might have been drowned. And 
that would have been worse than getting licked 
by Bass Lake,’’ he added, with a grin. 

‘““Well, what’s to be done now?’’ queried 
Ted. ‘‘I’m anxious to get home to supper. 
I’m as hungry as a wolf.’’ 

‘‘Same here,’’ echoed Nick. ‘‘What about 
it, Jake?’’ 

‘‘There’s nothing to do that I can see but 
to go back the way we came until we hit the 
turnpike,’’ said Jake. ‘‘But it’ll make a 
mighty roundabout way of getting home.’’ 

‘‘Go back in this mud where you’re nearly up 
to the hubs?’’ exclaimed Garry. ‘‘Not on your 
life! I’ll tell you what let’s do, fellows. We 
ean streak across this field and hit the road 
on the other side. When we do that we won’t 
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be more than a mile and a half from home, and 
we can hoof it there in jig time. The rain 
isn’t coming down so hard now. Anyway, who 
cares for a little wet? How about it?’’ 

‘‘Hits me all right,’’ agreed Bill. 

‘“‘Not me!’’ declared Pete Maddern, ‘‘T stick 
to the bus!’’ 

‘Well, I’d rather slip into town quietly in- 
stead of coming in the bus. That draws the 
attention of folks, and I’m a shrinking violet 
to-day. I don’t feel especially proud of my- 
self or proud of the team, and I’ll be only too 
glad to drift in like a shadow, find a hole, 
crawl into it and draw the hole after me,’’ ob- 
served Nick. 

The boys all agreed with Nick as to the de- 
sirability of seclusion, but most of them chose 
to stay with the bus as the least of two evils. 
Only Garry’s four closest chums decided to 
stick by him; so the five boys left the bus to 
make their way across the field to the road on 
the other side. 

It was no easy task, for the field itself was 
a slough, but the boys finally found themselves 
with mud-clogged shoes on the other side. 

They had barely reached the road before a 
car came by, driven at a furious speed and 
splashing mud and water right and left. It 
came abreast of the boys where there was an 
unusually deep pool, and tore its way through 
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so recklessly that the water was thrown up in 
a shower, drenching all of them to some degree 
and some of them from head to foot. 

There was a chorus of angry exclamations 
from the boys, as they wiped the mud from 
their bespattered faces. 

‘‘T’d like to have hold of that driver for a 
minute,’’ flared Bill Sherwood. 

““What I’d do to him would be a caution!’ 
growled Nick. ‘‘I’m smeared all over!’’ 

‘Looks as though he did it on purpose,’’ 
snapped Rooster. ‘‘He could have avoided that 
pool if he’d wanted to.’’ 

““One of the road hogs that don’t care for 
any one but themselves,’’ grumbled Ted. 

‘“That’s just the kind of thing that Sandy 
Podder would delight in!’’ exploded Garry. 

‘‘By George, that’s just who it is!’’ ex- 
claimed Bill. ‘‘Look at him leaning out and 
looking back at us.’’ 

The others followed the direction of Bill’s 
pointing finger and saw the face of Sandy 
Podder twisted into a malicious grin. 

They shook their fists at him and his grin 
grew broader. 

But here his malignity reaped its own re- 
ward. Seldom had punishment followed more 
closely upon a wanton act. At the side of the 
road was a deep gully. A fence had been 
erected along its edge for the protection of 
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automobilists. But Sandy, intent upon gloat- 
ing over his victims, had for the moment taken 
his eyes off the road. The path was slippery 
and his car skidded to the side of the road. 

The football players, horrified at the sight 
of what might be an impending tragedy, raised 
a shout of warning. 

Sandy turned, saw his danger, and strove 
desperately to regain control of the machine. 
But he was too late. The car struck the fence, 
plunged through it and crashed into the gully! 

For a moment the watchers stood appalled, 
rooted to the spot. Then, with a yell, they ran 
forward to give what help they could. 

They reached the break in the fence and, 
looking over, saw that the car had turned up- 
side down. But they could see nothing of the 
reckless driver. 

‘“‘He must be under it!’’ cried Garry. 
“*Quick, fellows!’’ He led the way, clambering 
and sliding down the steep banks of the ravine. 
Once at the bottom, they ran to the other side 
of the car and discovered Sandy. He was un- 
conscious, and his face was bleeding from con- 
tact with the splintered windshield. One leg 
was held down by the machine, but the rest of 
his body had been flung clear of its weight. 

They rushed to his side, and even as they 
did so Garry discovered a little flare of light 
in the shattered part of the car. 
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‘‘Hurry, fellows!’? Garry urged his mates. 
‘‘The car’s catching fire. Put your backs into 
it for the love of Pete and help lift the car, or 
he’ll be burned to death!’’ 

All took hold at whatever projection offered 
a grip and lifted with all their might. But it 
was a heavy car, and the force of the impact 
had driven part of it deep into the soggy soil. 

All this time the fire was gaining headway. 

‘‘Again, fellows,’’ begged Garry. ‘‘That fire 
will reach the gasoline tank soon, and then 
there’ll be an explosion that will finish all of 
us. Lift, now, lift!’’ 

Inspired by the terrible need, the boys out- 

did themselves, and by tremendous exertion 
lifted the mass sufficiently to enable Sandy to 
be freed from the part that was holding him 
down. 
_ Then they grabbed the unconscious boy and 
hurried him off to a safe distance from the 
burning car and laid him down on a patch of 
turf. 

They had not been a moment too soon, for 
while they still stood there, panting with their 
exertions, the gasoline tank exploded and en- 
veloped the car in a mass of flame. 

‘A mighty close ecall!’’ panted Garry as he 
knelt at Sandy’s side and with practiced fingers 
ran over his body. 

‘‘Nothing broken,’’ he declared after a mo- 
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ment. ‘‘That leg is pretty badly bruised, 
though, and will keep him from getting around 
for a few days. But he’s mighty lucky to get 
out of this mess alive. You fellows chafe his 
wrists and bathe his face and I’ll get up to the 
road and try to flag some car that will take him 
home.”’ 

He scrambled up the bank and saw coming 
toward him a large automobile truck that had 
evidently discharged its load somewhere else 
and was returning empty to Lenox. 

As it drew nearer, Garry was delighted to 
see that the driver was Jerry Cox. Jerry was 
no less pleased, as he brought the truck to a 
stop. 

‘“‘Jump up!’’ he cried to Garry, ‘‘and I’ll 
give you aride home. Guess I just came along 
in time.”’ 

“You bet you did!’”’ replied Garry. ‘‘But 
it’ll be more than me you'll carry home, if you 
will. There’s a crowd down here in the 
gully.”’ 

Jerry jumped down and ran to the side of 
the ravine. 

‘‘Hello!’’ he exclaimed in surprise. ‘*Whose 
car is that burning?”’ 

‘‘Sandy Podder’s,’’ explained Garry. ‘‘And 
Sandy himself is down there with a bunch of 
our fellows. He’s hurt and unconscious. His 
car smashed through the fence and fell into the 
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gully. Come and give us a hand, like a good 
fellow.’’ 

Jerry waited for nothing more, but scram- 
bled down behind Garry and came to where 
Sandy was lying. Under the ministrations of 
the boys Sandy had come back to consciousness 
in part, though his opened eyes were still dazed 
and uncomprehending. 

With great effort his helpers got him up the 
steep and slippery bank and laid him on the 
truck, Garry folding up his coat to serve as a 
pillow. The rest of the boys climbed on board 
and Jerry set out toward the Podder home 
which, fortunately, was on the road they were 
following. 

In a short time they reached there and drew 
up at the porch that bordered the carriage road 
of the grounds. Mrs. Podder had seen them 
from a window and came hurrying out. 

‘‘What has happened?”’ she cried, her voice 
rising to a scream as she saw her son lying 
there pale and bleeding. ‘‘Sandy! Oh, is he 
dead?”’ 


CHAPTER XX 
A DastrarpLy ACCUSATION 


‘‘No, Mrs. Podder,’’ Garry Grayson an- 
swered the distracted woman soothingly. ‘‘He 
isn’t seriously hurt. His car went through a 
fence and into a gully and he was thrown out. 
You tell us where to put him and we’ll carry 
him in.”’ 

Mrs. Podder, white and with set lips, led the 
way, and the boys carried Sandy up to his 
bedroom and laid him on the bed. 

‘*T’]] telephone for the doctor, if you say so,”’ 
offered Garry, anxious to do anything he 
could for Sandy’s mother in her distress. 

“*Oh, if you only will call up Dr. Grant!’’ re- 
plied Mrs. Podder. 

Garry did so, being lucky enough to catch 
the doctor in and receiving his promise to be 
up in a few minutes. 

‘‘T wish his father were here!’’ exclaimed 
Mrs. Podder. 

‘‘Perhaps we can get him if you know where 
he is,’’ proffered Garry. 

“‘He’s at the Helprin farm,’’ replied Mrs. 
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Podder, indicating the place of a farmer three 
miles away. ‘‘I don’t believe they have any 
telephone.”’ 

**T’ll go up there in my truck and bring him,’’ 
offered Jerry, and Mrs. Podder accepted grate- 
fully. 

There seemed nothing else that they could 
do, and the boys went out with Jerry to the 
porch. 

“If you fellows want to come along, I’ll take 
you home after I’ve got Mr. Podder,’’ said 
Jerry. 

**No, I guess not, thanks, as far as I’m con- 
cerned,’’ replied Garry. ‘‘The rain’s stopped 
now and I’ll hike it home. How about it, fel- 
lows?’’ 

All felt the same way and, waving a fare- 
well to Jerry Cox as he drove off, they set 
out for home. 

They were considerably sobered by the acci- 
dent that had so narrowly escaped being a 
tragedy. And the grief and consternation of 
the poor woman had moved them deeply. 

Despite the way Sandy had treated Garry 
Grayson and his chums, they felt sorry for him. 
Much as they disliked the fellow and richly as 
he had deserved their dislike, they wanted no 
harm to come to him. And he had certainly 
had a terrible experience. 

“‘Not saying but what it was his own fault,”’ 
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remarked Bill Sherwood, as they plodded 
along. 

‘‘Maybe it will be a lesson to him,’’ guessed 
Garry, with more hope than conviction in his 
tone. 

Rooster laughed. 

‘‘Why the horse laugh?’’ inquired Garry, 
though his own eyes were twinkling. 

‘‘T was laughing to think of Sandy turning 
over a new leaf,’’ explained Rooster. ‘‘That’s 
enough to make anybody laugh.”’ 

One bit of consolation awaited the team on 
their return to town. That was that Pawling 
also had lost on the same day. So the rival 
Lenox most feared was still on even terms with 
them. Both had won two and lost one of their 
scheduled games, and the race was still an 
open one. 

For this reason Garry ate his supper with 
a reasonably good appetite, although the de- 
feat by Bass Lake still rankled. His family 
listened with keen interest while he told them 
of the accident that had added still more of 
thrill to the day. 

‘‘Poor woman!’’ sighed Mrs. Grayson sym- 
pathetically, referring to Mrs. Podder. ‘‘It 
must have been a great shock to her.’’ 

‘‘There’s one thing that may come from it,”’ 
remarked Mr. Grayson thoughtfully. ‘If 
Sandy’s got a spark of gratitude in him, he 
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may own up now about the fire, after what 
you’ve done for him.”’ 

“‘T’d hate to hold my breath until he did,”’ 
put in Ella, as she took a second helping of 
dessert. 

“Oh, there must be some good in every one,”’ 
observed Mrs. Grayson. 

““Maybe,’’ returned Ella. ‘‘But if there’s 
any in Sandy, he’s managed to conceal it. He’s 
a good actor.”’ 

Wimbledon was the next opponent that 
Lenox had to face, and the following week saw 
some stiff practice on the part of the Lenox 
team. The defeat they had met at the hands 
of Bass Lake, whom they had considered ‘‘easy 
meat,’’ had given the gridiron boys occasion 
for thought, and they no longer kicked at the 
fierce gait at which Garry drove them. They 
were as anxious as he to be at the top of their 
form when they met the foe. 

It was true that Wimbledon had been con- 
siderably weakened by the loss of some of its 
veteran players of the year before. This was 
due not to graduation but to a general re- 
organization of the team. It will be remem- 
bered by readers of the preceding volume of 
this series that some of the Wimbledon play- 
ers had stooped to unsportsmanlike conduct in 
receiving the Lenox signals that Sandy Pod- 
der and his gang had stolen and offered to 
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them in order to bring about the downfall of 
the Lenox team. Some of these ‘‘muckers”’ 
had been among the strongest players on the 
team. The coach had thrown them out relent- 
lessly, however, and was now doing his best to 
build up the team with new material. 

So the chances seemed to be against Wimble- 
don in the forthcoming game. But the Bass 
Lake lesson had sunk deep, and there was no 
danger that Lenox would soon again fall into 
the error of holding their opponents too 
cheaply. 

One change had been made in the Lenox 
team. Walker, the center, had developed a 
carbuncle on his neck and was forced under his 
physician’s orders to forego playing for the 
rest of the season. 

Pete Maddern, the captain of the scrubs, was 
put in his place. It was a popular addition to 
the team, for Pete was well liked, had always 
played a square game, and had richly earned 
the position for which he had worked and 
waited ever since he had entered Lenox High. 

Garry was especially delighted. He and 
Pete had been determined football enemies 
during their grammar school career, each being » 
captain respectively of the Hill Street and 
Cherry Street schools in the contest for the 
grammar school championship. But off the 
gridiron they had been good friends. ; 
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Pete made good from the start. He 
filled Walker’s shoes to a nicety, and in some 
respects was even superior to that tried vet- 
eran. 

A week had passed with only occasional bits 
of news afloat about the progress of Sandy 
Podder toward recovery. It had developed that 
apart from cuts and bruises and a_ badly 
strained leg he had received no serious injuries 
and his complete convalescence was only a mat- 
ter of time. 

Going home one day after practice, Garry 
ran across Jerry Cox as he turned the corner 
of a street. 

“‘Hello, you crook!’’ Jerry greeted him, with 
a grin. 

““That’s a nice way to speak to a friend!’’ 
laughed Garry. ‘‘Why crook?”’ 

‘““Wouldn’t you call any one a crook that went 
through the pockets of an unconscious man and 
swiped his watch and money?’’ queried Jerry, 
his grin broadening. ‘‘I’m asking you now, 
wouldn’t you?’’ 

‘‘T guess I would,’’ replied Garry. ‘‘And the 
worst kind of a crook, too. But why are you 
springing this thing on me? What’s the an- 
swer? I’ll bite.’’ 

‘‘It’s too bad,’’ said Jerry with mock 
solemnity, shaking his head from side to side. 
‘‘And you seemed to be such a nice fellow too. 
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But you never can tell!’’ he finished with a 
sigh. 

‘‘Look here, Jerry,’’ said Garry, who was be- 
ginning to be a trifle bewildered, ‘‘cut out the 
riddle stuff and let’s get down to facts. What 
are you driving at?”’ 

“‘It’s a sad, sad story, matey,’’ replied Jerry 
wiping away a non-existent tear; ‘‘but I’ll tell 
it to you as well as my sobs will let me. The 
long and short of it is that Sandy Podder says 
that you and your gang took away his watch 
and money while he was lying in that gully 
after the accident.’’ 

Garry gave a violent start. 

‘‘What’s that?’’ he asked, hardly believing 
his ears. ‘‘Say that again. Do you mean that 
Sandy Podder really said that?’’ 

‘“‘Sure as shooting,’’ asseverated Jerry. 
“Nothing else but.’’ 

Garry’s face flushed with rage. His eyes 
blazed and his fists clenched. 

“<The dirty, miserable rat!’’ he exclaimed. 
“‘He ought to have his head knocked off.”’ 

‘‘Sure he ought,’’ agreed Jerry. ‘‘I’d like 
to have done it myself, but you can hardly slug 
a fellow that’s down and out and so weak that 
he can’t raise a finger.”’ 

‘*Not too weak to let that vicious tongue wag, 
though!’’ cried Garry. ‘‘The slanderer! The 
low-down skunk!’’ 
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‘‘He’s all that and then some,’’ declared 
Jerry. 

“It doesn’t seem possible that even Sandy 
could have said a thing like that,’’? muttered 
Garry. ‘‘You’re sure yeu’re not kidding me, 
Jerry?”’ 

‘‘Cross my heart and hope to die,’’ affirmed 
Jerry. ‘‘You see this was the way of it. I 
went up and got his old man. Of course he 
was scared a bit at first, but when I told him 
it was nothing serious he got as mad as the 
mischief at Sandy. Said he was no good and 
never would be any good. When he heard that 
the automobile was burned up I thought he was 
going to have a fit of apoplexy. Seems the in- 
surance on the old bus had run out and he 
hadn’t renewed it. Say, he’s one tough old bird! 
I think he’d rather have had the automobile 
saved and Sandy killed. Only, of course, there 
would be the expense of the funeral.’’ 

‘‘Hardly as bad as that,’’ modified Garry. 
‘“‘Though he is a hard man. But let’s hear the 
rest of it.’’ 

‘‘Well, when we got to the house, I stepped 
in for a minute to see if there was anything I 
could do,’’ continued Jerry. ‘‘The old man 
didn’t say much to Sandy then, but his face 
was as black as a thunder cloud. He picked up 
Sandy’s vest that had fallen on the floor, and 
then I heard him say: 
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‘¢ “Where’s the watch?’ 

‘‘Sandy gave him a frightened look and shut 
his eyes, hoping, I guess, that his father 
wouldn’t do any further questioning. But that 
old bird wasn’t going to be shunted off like 
that. He made a dive for Sandy’s trousers and 
felt in the pockets. 

‘¢ “His money’s gone too’! he almost yelled. 

‘<¢ And his ring too,’ Sandy’s mother put in. 

‘¢ ‘Tiook here, Sandy’,’’ his father yelped at 
him, ‘stop your pretending and look at me. 
What’s become of your ring and watch and 
money?’ 

‘‘Sandy opened his eyes, dazed like, but I 
could see he was faking.’’ 

“¢<éT don’t know,’ he said. ‘I had them all 
with me when I went over the bank.’ 

«<< «Then where are they?’ asked his father. 
‘Don’t you lie to me, young man! You’ve been 
gambling again and got cleaned out.’ 

“¢“T_T haven’t,? Sandy whined. ‘If I 
haven’t got ’em now, it’s because those fellows 
that were pretending to help me took ’em away 
from me. They had plenty of chances while I 
was unconscious. They took them just as they 
took Lent Stewart’s pin!’ ”’ 

It was well for Sandy Podder just then that 
he was not in reach of Garry Grayson’s fists. 
Garry clenched them until the nails bit into the 
palms. 
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‘Go ahead,’’ he said in a tense, strained 
voice. 

““That’s about all,’? concluded Jerry. ‘I 
just had time to tell Sandy that he was no good 
when the doctor came in and I beat it. So that’s 
that. And if you’ll take a fool’s advice, the 
next time Sandy Podder gets in a scrape you'll 
let him get out of it as best he can. It would be 
about as safe as to try to help a wounded rat- 
tlesnake.’’ 

‘“<That’s what he is, all right,’’ asserted 
Garry. ‘‘A rattlesnake! Well, just wait till 
he’s up and around again. He’s in for the 
licking of his life.’’ 

“‘T’d like to be there when he gets it, and 
put in a wallop on my own account,’’ grinned 
Jerry. ‘‘Well, so long. I’ve got to be get- 
ting on.”’ 

It was enough to sour the milk of human 
kindness in any heart, Garry thought, as he 
walked away, to receive such payment for a 
kindness done. 

The wrath in the Grayson household that 
night when Garry narrated Jerry’s story 
passed all bounds. But even that was ex- 
ceeded by the anger of his chums the following 
morning. Sandy’s ears would have burned if 
they had heard the comments freely vented on 
their owner. Even after the first burst of fury 
had died down the boys could hardly bring 
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themselves to talk coherently about the das- 
tardly accusation made by Sandy. 

“‘Oh, well,’’? said Garry, with a gesture of 
futility, ‘‘what’s the use? Nobody would be- 
lieve it if they heard it, for everybody knows 
that Sandy would rather lie than eat. And 
there are two people who know it better than 
any one else.’’ 

‘Who are they?’’ asked Ted. 

‘‘Mr. and Mrs. Podder,’’ replied Garry. 

“‘T guess you’re right at that,’’ assented 
Nick. ‘‘Gee, they must be proud to have a son 
like that! Probably the old man was right 
when he charged Sandy with having gambled 
away his valuables. He knows him even bet- 
ter than we do.’’ 

“‘T don’t believe Sandy can make many 
people believe his tale,’’ observed Bill. ‘‘Still 
he may carry a few with him, and a few can do 
a lot of talking and a lot of harm. Again, we’ll 
have to watch out for Sandy Podder and his 
gang.’’ 


CHAPTER XXI 
CLIMBING 


As the days passed other things thrust the 
matter of Sandy Podder and his accusation 
into the back of the boys’ minds. The game 
with Wimbledon was coming on the next Sat- 
urday, and the team worked without let-up in 
practice until, when the day for the game ar- 
rived, the players were as hard as nails. If 
they lost, they would have no alibi to offer on 
the score of poor condition. 

The game was to be played on the Wimble- 
don grounds, and a huge delegation of Lenox 
fans accompanied their favorites to the scene 
of the struggle. 

‘‘Got our signals to-day?’’ joked Mr. Phil- 
lips, as he met and shook hands with Mr. 
Adams, the Wimbledon coach, before the game. 

‘““Not so you can notice them,’’ rejoined Mr. 
Adams laughingly. Then his face sobered. 

‘“‘T never had anything that made me sorer 
than that unfortunate thing of last year, Phil- 
lips,’? he said. ‘‘Unfortunate is too weak a 
word. It was unforgivable. But I’ve had a 
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thorough house cleaning, and the game to-day 
will be as white as a hound’s tooth. Had to 
clear out some of my best players, too. But 
I’ve got some good material in their places that 
I think will give your boys all they want to do 
to win.”’ 

“‘Go to it,’? smiled Mr. Phillips. ‘‘And may 
the best team win!’’ 

It was a beautiful day, in marked contrast to 
that of the Bass Lake game, and Garry drew 
from it a favorable augury. 

‘Speed will count to-day, fellows, and 
speed’s our middle name,’’ he encouraged his 
mates. ‘‘We won’t be carrying a ton of mud 
with us when we go hoofing it down the field. 
Lay into these fellows now and show them 
where they get off.’’ 

Lenox won the toss and elected to kick off 
Rooster sent the ball hurtling down the field 
for forty yards. Morrison, the fullback of the 
Wimbledon’s, ran it back for eight yards be- 
fore he was downed. Then the teams lined 
up for the scrimmage amid the frenzied adjura- 
tions of their rooters to do anything short of 
manslaughter to the other fellows. 

It was soon evident that Mr. Adams had not 
boasted unduly in speaking of the quality of 
the new recruits. Possibly the very fact that 
the crowd did not expect from them the kind of 
work shown by the ousted veterans spurred 
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them on to unusual endeavors. At all events, 
they put up a rattling game, and Lenox soon 
found that it had its hands full if it expected 
to win. 

The first quarter saw a ding-dong battle, with 
neither side gaining a pronounced advantage. 
The teams were about equal in beef, though 
Lenox had the edge on speed. But this was 
counterbalanced to some extent by a corking 
aérial attack in which Wimbledon shone bril- 
liantly. Their passing was accurate and long, 
and accounted for most of the yardage gained. 

Lenox was the better team on line bucking 
and more frequently made its distance on 
downs. The sterling defense the Lenox boys 
put up smeared most of their opponents’ at- 
tempts to get through, though Morrison, their 
husky fullback, proved a hard man to stop when 
he happened to be carrying the ball. 

The second quarter was largely a duplicate 
of the first, and ended as that had without a 
score for either side. Lenox was having dif- 
ficulty in getting started. At times it would go 
forward as though the long-tried-for triumphal 
march had begun, with Garry, Nick, and Roos- 
ter reeling off marked gains. But then the ma- 
chine would sputter and backfire, due te passes 
being grounded and uncompleted. 

‘“‘This will never do!’’ Garry barked at his 
mates in the interval between halves, when each 
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team seemed to have been fought to a stand- 
still. ‘‘We’ve all got to do better from now 
on or break a leg trying. Play as though this 
were the last game of the season and the 
championship depended on it.”’ 

But, alas for Garry Grayson’s hopes, the 
Wimbledon eleven was the first to score. Tak- 
ing the ball on their forty-four-yard line in 
the second minute of the third quarter, they 
marched fifty-six yards down the field to the 
first touchdown of the day. Two pretty passes 
thrown by Morrison to Flynn accounted for 
most of the gains and Richards finally carried 
the ball over the line. Walsh kicked the goal 
and the score was 7 to 0 in favor of Wimbledon. 

But the clangor of cowbells and the frenzied 
shouts of the Wimbledon rooters had hardly 
died away before Lenox in turn woke up and 
showed some of the play of which it was really 
capable. Rooster returned the kickoff twelve 
yards to the Lenox eighteen-yard line. Then 
Garry got into action. 

He reeled off thirteen yards in a brilliant run 
around right end as a starter. This he fol- 
lowed by twenty-six more in a wide sweep 
around the left. He varied the attack by line 
smashing of the battering-ram type, making 
the distance twice in succession. Then, to cap 
the climax, he wriggled through a hole between 
guard and left tackle and with the whole 
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Wimbledon team thundering behind him 
plunged over the line for a touchdown. 

It was a dazzling exhibition of football 
pyrotechnics, and the Lenox fans went wild 
with delight. In a puff of wind Ted missed the 
try for point, and the score was 7 to 6 in favor 
of Wimbledon. 

The quarter ended without further scoring, 
and with only one period remaining Wimble- 
don had a shade the best of it. If it could keep 
Lenox from scoring, it needed nothing more on 
its own account to win the game. 

But Garry now was on his mettle and run- 
ning wild, and the frantic efforts of his op- 
ponents failed to hold him. He was here, there, 
and everywhere, doing the bulk of the work 
himself and inspiring his mates by his example. 
Three minutes had not elapsed in the last 
quarter before two long passes, Garry to Nick 
and Garry to Rooster, had advanced the ball 
to the Wimbledon thirty-six-yard line. 

The ball was snapped back to Garry and, 
dropping back, he kicked, putting all the force 
of his body in one mighty swing of the leg. 

High in the air sailed the ball while players 
and spectators watched it breathlessly. On and 
on it went, sailing straight for the bar. A gust 
of wind caught it and deflected it somewhat, 
and a groan of apprehension went up from the 
Lenox rooters. But too much power had been 
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put in that kick to permit the ball to deviate 
much from its course, and it sailed over the 
bar well between the posts and dropped on the 
other side. 

The Lenox partisans went wild with joy and 
the Wimbledon rooters sat glum and silent. 
Now it was Lenox that was on the big end of 
the score with 9 points to their opponents’ 7. 

But if any supposed the Wimbledon team 
was through, they reckoned without their host. 
From the moment the ball was again put into 
play Wimbledon unleashed one of the fiercest 
attacks of the afternoon. They had to work 
fast, for time was against them. And they 
did work fast. 

There was little resort to line bucking, for 
the moments were fleeing too rapidly. But 
their forward passing was a thing of beauty. 
Passes flew from hand to hand in quick succes- 
sion, and before long Wimbledon was knocking 
at the door on the Lenox twenty-yard line. 

But when the next pass was made Walsh 
fumbled the ball, and Garry swooped down on 
it like a hawk. Behind the splendid inter- 
ference of Bill and Nick he legged it down the 
field. Bill bowled over Morrison, and a roll- 
ing block by Nick disposed of Allen. But 
Richards and Flynn were coming fast, con- 
verging on an angle from either side. 

Garry was running like a deer, while behind 
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him the pack came tearing on like wolves after 
their quarry. Flynn dived for Garry, but just 
grazed his leg. Bill went into Richards with 
such force that the latter rolled over and over. 
Now, with a clear field before him, Garry went 
like an arrow to its mark and plunged over the 
line for a touchdown. Pete kicked the goal, 
and the score was 16 to 7 in favor of Lenox, 
and before the ball could again be put in play 
the referee sounded the whistle that spelled de- 
feat for Wimbledon. 

It was a thrilling game and reflected credit 
on victor and vanquished alike. There was 
glory enough for all. But the real explana- 
tion of the victory was given by Mr. Adams, 
the Wimbledon coach, as he met Coach Phil- 
lips after the game. 

‘‘Just one thing beat us,’’ Mr. Adams re- 
marked. 

‘¢What was that?’’ asked Mr. Phillips, with 
a smile. 

‘‘Too much Grayson.’’ 


CHAPTER XXII 
AN UNEXPECTED ENCOUNTER 


‘‘Now for Pawling!’’ exclaimed Garry Gray- 
son, as the jubilant Lenox lads were on their 
way home after their victory over Wimbledon. 
‘“‘That’s the one team we’ll have to hurdle if 
we’re going to win the championship of the 
league.’’ 

‘‘ And it will take some hurdling to beat those 
guys,’’ observed Nick. ‘‘They’re tough birds, 
and any team that whips them will know it has 
been in a fight. I wonder how they made out 
in their game to-day.’’ 

They were not left long in doubt, for on their 
arrival in town they learned that Pawling had 
trimmed Greenfield by an impressive score, 
much larger than that by which Lenox had got 
the better of Wimbledon. 

In his heart Garry was glad that this was so, 
for it gave his team a respect for the enemy 
that would stir them up to put forth their best 
efforts. There was nothing he feared and hated 
as much as over confidence. 

After the day of rest from practice that al- 
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ways followed a hard game practice was re- 
sumed with increased ardor. 

‘‘Only two weeks of the playing season left, 
fellows, and then we’re in for a long, long 
rest,’’ said Garry. ‘‘But for those two weeks 
I want you to work your heads off.’’ 

"Whom do you think I saw last night?’’ 
asked Rooster Long, as he joined his chums 
one morning on the way to school. 

“<The Prince of Siam, perhaps,’’ returned 
Garry flippantly. 

Rooster made a pass at him that Garry 
adroitly ducked. 

‘“‘The Prince of liars,’’ said Rooster. 

‘“‘You mean Sandy Podder?’’ asked Nick 
Danter eagerly. 

‘“‘Sure!’’ replied Rooster, with a_ grin. 
‘‘Funny, isn’t it, that you knew so quickly just 
whom I meant? It’s a compliment to Sandy.’’ 

‘‘So that guy is on his feet again,’’ mourned 
Ted. ‘‘Now look out for squalls.’’ 

‘‘T shouldn’t wonder if one were brewing al- 
ready,’’ went on Rooster, in a more serious 
tone. 

‘“What do you mean?’’ asked Garry. 

‘‘He was with that Blitz fellow,’’ said Roos- 
ter. ‘‘It was dark, but I recognized them when 
they passed under a street light. I came round 
a corner just after they had passed it, and I 
saw Sandy pass a bank bill to Blitz. I thought 
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that was queer, and as you fellows had ap- 
pointed me a kind of detective——’’ Here 
Rooster paused and thrust out his chest a little. 

“‘Yes, yes, we already know you’re the great- 
est of detectives,’’ said Garry half impatiently. 
**Go on!”’ 

Ted made a pass at him. 

Rooster looked at them reproachfully, but 
as they refused to wilt he continued: 

‘“‘They stopped for a minute and I slipped 
behind a big tree. I heard Sandy say: 

‘¢ ‘See that you make a better job of it than 
you did the last time.’ ”’ 

The boys looked at each other with specula- 
tion in their eyes. 

‘“What did Blitz say?’’ asked Ted. 

‘‘He mumbled something that I didn’t get,’’ 
replied Rooster. ‘‘Then they went on and I 
beat it.’’ 

‘“‘What can Blitz be doing that Sandy 
pays him money for?’’ asked Ted, in wonder- 
ment. 

‘‘Something he’s done before,’’ conjectured 
Nick. ‘‘But the other job doesn’t seem to have 
been satisfactory. Blitz has got to do better 
or Sandy’ll fire him.’’ 

‘‘There’s something queer about it,’? mused 
Garry. ‘‘But after all I suppose it’s none of 
our business. Sandy can do what he likes with 
his money.”’ 
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“«Say »? began Bill excitedly, then 
stopped. 

“Go ahead. Spill it,’’? said Rooster. 

‘‘You fellows may laugh at me,’’ went on 
Bill, a little more slowly. ‘‘But I remember 
one job that Blitz has done! And he may have 
been put up to it by Sandy.’’ 

‘““What’s that?’’ asked Garry. 

‘<The job he did when he knocked you out in 
that scrub game,’’ replied Bill. 

*T’ll bet a dollar to a plugged nickel that’s 
the job Sandy was speaking of !’’ exclaimed Ted. 

‘“‘Oh, you fellows are seeing things,’’ re- 
marked Garry. ‘‘That might happen in any 
game without any one meaning to do it.”’ 

‘And then it mightn’t,’’ declared Nick. ‘‘T 
tell you, Garry, you want to watch your step.”’ 

‘Tt would be pie for Sandy Podder and Lent 
Stewart to have you put out just before the big 
game with Pawling,’’ said Rooster. ‘‘They 
know we wouldn’t have a ghost of a chance 
without you in the lineup.’’ 

‘‘They could bet against Lenox and get back 
some of the money they lost on that Wimbledon 
game last year,’’ suggested Bill. ‘‘At the same 
time they’d be paying off their old grudges 
against you. I wouldn’t put anything past 
those fellows.’’ 

The boys had reached school by this time and 
the subject was temporarily dropped. 
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But all of them had the matter in the back of 
their minds in that day’s practice with the 
scrubs. Blitz played his usual game, without 
any more roughness than had come to be asso- 
ciated with him. And the same was true in the 
two days that followed. 

‘‘You see there was nothing in that guess of 
yours, after all,’’ remarked Garry to his mates 
at the conclusion of the third day. 

‘“‘Don’t be too sure,’’ warned Rooster. 
‘“‘They may want to get their money placed 
while the betting is lively, and you’re sup- 
posed to play. They know they wouldn’t get 
any offerings at all after you were knocked 
out, because it would look like a cinch for 
Pawling and nobody would want to bet on 
Lenox.”’ 

That Rooster seemed to be endued with the 
spirit of prophecy was shown no later than the 
following day. 

The game had been spirited, with the scrubs 
putting up a fierce resistance. They had a bet- 
ter chance to win, because Rooster, early in the 
game, had strained his leg rather badly and had 
to retire. 

With their team weakened by this happen- 
ing, the regulars fought all the harder to pre- 
vent the scrubs crossing their goal line. 

In the third quarter Garry was carrying the 
ball in a run around the end when he was 
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tackled fiercely by Blitz and the two went to 
the ground together. 

Blitz was up in a moment, but Garry lay mo- 
tionless. His comrades and Mr. Phillips rushed 
to him and saw that the lad was unconscious. 
There was a nasty wound near the temple, 
from which the blood was oozing. 

‘‘Sorry,’’ muttered Blitz, as the boys sur- 
rounded him. ‘‘I must have tackled him too 
hard.’’ 

‘““Tackled nothing!’’? shouted Bill, wild with 
rage. ‘‘You kicked him, you hound! I saw 
you. Take that!”’ 

His fist shot out and caught Blitz square be- 
tween the eyes, and the latter measured his 
length on the ground. 

‘“‘Here, stop that!’’ cried Mr. Phillips 
sternly. ‘‘Blitz, get off the field. Sherwood, 
I’ll deal with you later. Some of you boys 
carry Grayson to the gym. Dillingham, phone 
for Dr. Grant. No more practice to-day.”’ 

They bore Garry, still unconscious, to the 
gymnasium, and Dr. Grant came in a hurry in 
response to Ted’s call. 

‘“‘Tt was a kick all right,’’ he pronounced, 
after a careful examination. ‘‘You can see the 
marks of the cleats. An inch to the side and 
it might have been fatal. As it is, Garry,’’”— 
the boy by this time had come to himself— 
‘‘vou’ll have to stay in bed for a few days 
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until I’m sure that nothing is going to develop 
from this.”’ 

‘¢You don’t mean that this is going to keep 
me out of the game with Pawling?’’ exclaimed 
Garry. 

‘‘Tt means that you are going to obey or- 
ders, football or no football,’’ said the doctor 
dryly. ‘‘Now we’ll help you out to my car and 
I’ll drive you home.”’ 

There was great consternation in the Gray- 
son home when Garry was brought home and 
put to bed. The anxiety endured for three 
days until the doctor assured them that danger 
of concussion of the brain had passed and that 
in two or three days more Garry could be up 
and about. 

The boy’s splendid physical condition helped 
in his quick recovery, and within a week he was 
in his accustomed place at school. 

But that week had seemed to spell the doom 
of Lenox, as far as the championship was con- 
cerned. The team had been shot to pieces. 
Rooster’s leg was still weak and sore and he 
had to favor it, taking only light exercise un- 
til it should have become stronger. 

Bill Sherwood had been suspended from 
the team for a week for his slugging of Blitz. 
Mr. Phillips acknowledged the provocation, 
but he was adamant against fighting on the 
field. 
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As for Blitz, he had been summarily dealt 
with. Several boys besides Bill had seen him 
kick Garry in the temple, and after a thorough 
weighing of the evidence Blitz was expelled 
from the school. 

The vacancies in the team had been filled 
temporarily from the ranks of the scrubs. But 
the boys were utterly disheartened, and while 
they went through the motions in practice the 
old spirit was lacking. Everything pointed to 
a walkover for Pawling. 

Gloom settled like a pall on Garry’s chums. 

“‘The Lenox team is dead and buried,’’ mut- 
tered Nick despondently. 

‘The friends of the deceased will now pass 
around the bier and view the remains,’’ joked 
Ted in sepulchral tones, not all the gloom in 
his voice being pretense. 

‘‘Oh, cut that out, fellows,’’ adjured Garry. 
‘“We’ve had a jolt, sure enough. But we’re 
far from being dead ones yet. Bill’s suspen- 
sion will be up soon, Rooster’s leg is getting 
better, and I’ll be in the game again in a 
couple of days, though I’ve had to beg like a 
cripple for my dad and mother to let me. Keep 
your hands up and we’ll come out yet on the 
top of the heap.’’ 

‘“‘But look at the practice we’ve lost!’’ 
mourned Ted. ‘‘We won’t begin to get going 
before the day for the game comes. And it 
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was bound to be a tight game, even at our 
best.’’ 

‘“‘But remember the game will be on our 
grounds,’? Garry reminded them, still de- 
termined to look on the bright side. ‘‘That will 
count for something. Take a brace, fellows. 
We’ll down them yet.”’ 

Two days later Garry had occasion to go on 
an errand for his father to the town of Hills- 
burg, about eighteen miles away, and per- © 
suaded Bill Sherwood and Nick Danter to go 
with him. 

They went by train and were to return the 
same way. Garry transacted the business he 
had on hand and the three were waiting in the 
hotel till train time when Nick uttered a 
startled exclamation. 

“‘Look!’’ he said in a tense voice. ‘‘That fel- 
low over near the desk!”’ 

The others looked in the direction he indi- 
cated. They saw the fair-haired man who had 
taken the emerald scarfpin! 


CHAPTER XXIII 
Downine a Rascau 


Garry Grayson sprang to his feet and his 
companions did likewise. 

At the sudden motion the man turned, and 
his eyes met Garry’s. Recognition was in- 
stantaneous. A look of alarm came into the 
fellow’s eyes and he turned and darted for the 
door. 

But Garry was too quick for him. Like 
a flash he dived for the man’s legs. He 
had never made a prettier tackle on the foot- 
ball field. The man came to the floor with a 
crash. 

The next instant Nick and Bill were at 
Garry’s side, helping him hold the man prone. 
The latter struggled desperately, but the boys 
held him tight. 

The clerk of the hotel and several men who 
were sitting around rushed to the struggling 
combatants. 

‘‘Here, what does this mean?’’ demanded the 


clerk. 
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‘‘Tt means,’’ panted Garry, ‘‘that this man 
is a thief. There’s a warrant out for him. 
Call the constable.”’ 

That official came bustling in a moment later 
and took charge of the captive. The rascal 
vehemently denied everything and denounced 
the attack as an outrage. But a search of his 
pockets produced a pawn ticket for a scarf- 
pin, and on this evidence, together with the pos- 
itive identification by the boys, the man was 
locked up pending the arrival from Lenox of 
an officer with the warrant. 

‘‘Not a bad day’s work,’’ pronounced Nick, 
as the boys were on their way homeward. 

‘“A bit of rare good luck that saves five hun- 
dred dollars for my dad!’’ jubilated Garry. 

‘“Not altogether luck either,’’ objected Nick. 
‘“‘He might have beaten it if it hadn’t been for 
that dandy tackle of yours. His flivver was in 
front of the door and the engine was running. 
I guess that guy always left it running so that 
he could make a quick getaway.’’ 

Mr. Grayson was delighted when Garry 
proudly announced the capture of the swindler. 
The matter was followed up promptly and the 
pin recovered from the pawnbroker. Then Mr. 
Grayson handed the pin over to Mr. Stewart 
and demanded that the value of the stolen pro- 
visions should be made good. The latter 
hummed and hawed at this, but finally con- 
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sented. The swindler was later convicted and 
sentenced to a term in prison. 

The morning following the return of the boys 
from Hillsburg Rooster had an air of mystery 
as he met his chums on the way to school. 

‘“What’s up?’’? demanded Garry. 

*<Plenty,’’ responded Rooster succinctly. 

“‘Rooster in his imitation of the Sphinx!’’ 
jeered Ted. 

““You fellows don’t know how good I am at 
finding out things,’’ said Rooster, in an injured 
tone. . 

‘“‘Nobody does,’’ chaffed Nick. ‘‘In fact, 
you’re too good to be true.’’ 

‘‘Just for that I won’t make you hep,’’ re- 
torted Rooster. ‘‘All I’ll say is this. I want 
all you fellows to meet me to-night near Lent 
Stewart’s garage.’’ 

‘¢What for?’’ they all clamored, their curi- 
osity keenly aroused. 

‘‘Never mind,’’ said Rooster loftily, vastly 
enjoying the sensation he had caused. ‘‘I don’t 
give away a detective’s secrets to a lot of fat- 
heads. You just be there, that’s all.’’ 

All their begging could get nothing further 
from him just then. Several times through the 
day they renewed their importunities, only to 
be snubbed. Rooster was having a rare good 
time. 

‘<T don’t believe you’re hep to anything,’’ de- 
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clared Ted at last in exasperation. ‘‘You’re 
just kidding us along.”’ 

‘‘Calm yourself, little one,’’ said Rooster 
superciliously. ‘‘Wait and see.”’ 

It was only when his chums joined Rooster 
after supper that he relaxed somewhat from 
his superior attitude. 

‘‘T happen to know that there’s going to be 
a meeting there of some of our warmest 
friends,’’ he announced, ‘‘and I imagined we’d 
hear something of interest to us.’’ 

The garage was in a quiet street where few 
people passed after nightfall. It was a large 
brick building, with doors at one end and three 
large, low windows at the other. The win- 
dows abutted on a vacant lot that was thick 
with shrubbery. 

The evening was warm for the time of year 
and the windows were open. As the boys 
stole into the lot, keeping their bodies well 
below the ledges of the windows, they heard a 
murmur of voices engaged in earnest conversa- 
tion. 

They ensconced themselves snugly in a 
clump of bushes and soon recognized the voices 
as those of Sandy Podder, Lent Stewart, and 
George Blitz. 

‘I’m stony broke, I tell you, Blitz,’ Sandy 
was protesting. 


‘‘But you said that you’d give me another 
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hundred if I put Grayson out,’’ replied Blitz 
surlily. 

“But you didn’t put him out, except for a 
little while,’’ returned Sandy, glad to find a 
loophole. ‘‘Here he is back at school as good 
as ever.’’ 

‘“You didn’t want me to kill him, did you?”’ 
growled Blitz. 

“Of course not!’’ replied Sandy. ‘‘If you’d 
done that, you’ve have been arrested, and 
then likely enough you’d have peached on me 
to save yourself. But you ought to have been 
able to soak him a little harder than you 
did.’’ 

“Tf I don’t get that hundred, I’ll take it out 
of your hide,’’ threatened Blitz. 

Sandy was nothing if not a coward, and 
though bigger than Blitz did not relish the 
thought of a scrap. 

‘“‘Keep your shirt on,’’ he placated him. 
‘“When I cash in my winnings on this last game 
T’ll have plenty of scads, and you’ll get yours, 
all right.”’ 

‘“‘But suppose you don’t win?’’ objected 
Blitz. 

‘¢Oh, I'll win all right,’’ replied Sandy con- 
fidently. ‘‘The Lenox team couldn’t defeat a 
grammar school outfit as they are now. It will 
be just a romp for Pawling.”’ 

‘‘You ought to be able to get the money right 
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now,’’? persisted Blitz. ‘‘Your father’s rich, 
and he gives you a big allowance.’’ 

‘‘Why can’t you, Sandy?’’ put in Lent, who 
was evidently anxious to prevent a break. 

‘‘My father put on the screws,’’ answered 
Sandy moodily, ‘‘after he found out that I lost 
my watch and ring and money in that card 
game where I was cleaned out. He followed the 
matter up and got the rights of it. And he’s 
sorer than ever because I tried to make Garry 
Grayson and his gang the goat.’’ 

The boys nudged each other, their breaths 
coming hard and fast with excitement. 

‘‘Garry Grayson sure has a fool’s luck,’’ 
Sandy complained. ‘‘Only yesterday he copped 
the fellow that stole Lent’s pin.’’ 

‘‘T should think Lent would be glad to get 
his pin back,’’ put in Blitz. 

‘“‘So I am, in a way,’’ agreed Lent. ‘‘But I 
can see what Sandy means. I’d have got a new 
pin just as good when Garry’s dad forked over 
the five hundred. He’d have been out the cash, 
and that swell-headed kid of his would have 
been as sore as a boil. Now he’ll be strutting 
around as though he were cock of the walk.’’ 

‘‘T can’t seem to make anything stick on that 
fellow,’? mourned Sandy. ‘‘Some way or an- 
other he manages to wriggle out just when I 
think I’ve got him.’’ 

‘‘Not quite so bad as that,’’ remarked Lent. 
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‘‘That fire in Whalen’s garage was a rather 
neat bit of work on our part. We’ve made 
that stick all right on Grayson and his bunch.”’ 

‘‘T’m not even so sure of that,’’ replied 
Sandy. ‘‘Remember what they said one day 
about the firebug? Seemed as if they knew 
something.”’ 

-Garry’s blood as well as that of his chums 
was now at the boiling point. 

‘“<Those fellows have given themselves dead 
away,’’ Garry whispered to his mates, as they 
huddled beneath the window farthest from the 
street. ‘‘We know a lot now that we’ve only 
guessed before. Let’s go in and give them the 
licking of their lives.’’ A growl of eager assent 
came from his chums. 

‘‘Follow me as I pile through the window,”’ 
directed Garry. ‘‘I’ll take Sandy, Rooster’ll 
tackle Lent, Bill will take on Blitz. Nick, you 
guard the door. Ted, you guard the windows. 
Ready? Let’s go.’’ 

Like a flash he leaped through the window 
into the garage, his comrades following at his 
heels. 


CHAPTER XXIV 
A Barrie Roya 


A sHout came from the lips of the rascally 
trio as they sprang to their feet at the sudden 
interruption of Garry and his chums. 

Their glances darted at the door and the win- 
dows. But Nick was at one and Ted guarded 
the others. 

‘¢Wh-what do you mean by this?’’ asked 
Sandy, white to the lips. 

“‘T’ll tell you what we mean,’’ cried Garry, 
coming close to Sandy, who drew back. 
‘‘We mean to lick you fellows to a frazzle. 
We’ve heard you give yourselves away, and 
now you’re going to get all that’s coming to 
VOU. 

‘“You’re five to three,’’ murmured Lent, as 
he looked about. vainly for a way of escape. 

“Only three of us will mix in,’’ retorted 
Garry. ‘‘Off with your coats. What are you 
stalling about?’’ as they hesitated. ‘‘Do you 
need something like this?’’ and he slapped 
Sandy in the face. 


With a yell of rage, Sandy and the others 
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shed their coats, and the next moment the bat- 
tle was on. 

It was fast and furious while it lasted. The 
rascals fought like cornered rats. Sandy and 
Lent were both bigger and older than their op- 
ponents, while Blitz and Bill were about of a 
size. 

Garry and Rooster sent in blows that shook 
their opponents from head to heels and in a 
short time had them on the floor, whimpering 
with pain and rage. Blitz put up a stronger re- 
sistance, but a terrific clip from Bill’s right 
sent him to join his companions. None of them 
made any strenuous efforts to get up. 

‘““Had enough?’’ the invading boys de- 
manded, and their enemies growled assent. 

‘‘All right,’’ said Garry, as he and his chums 
put on their coats. ‘‘If I had pen and paper 
here, I’d make you skunks sign a confession—’’ 

‘“No need,’’ came a voice from the window. 

They all looked up, startled, to see Mr. 
Phillips standing at the window nearest the 
street. 

‘‘T saw you boys come in here as I was com- 
ing up the street,’? Mr. Phillips went on, ad- 
dressing the invaders. ‘‘I wanted to speak to 
you about some class work, and followed you. 

‘You may well be startled,’’ he said sternly 
to Sandy and his cronies as they gave a con- 
vulsive movement. ‘‘I know from your own 
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lips all about the fire, the pretended theft of 
Podder’s valuables, and Blitz’s injury to Gray- 
son. I shall see that justice is done. 

“¢You boys go home now,”’ he directed, turn- 
ing to Garry and his chums. ‘‘I called to you 
to stop fighting—’’ here his eyes twinkled, for 
as a matter of fact he had not called very 
loudly— ‘‘but in the confusion you did not hear 
me. Danter, unlock that door. Now boys, go.’’ 

Nick did as directed, and the boys filed out. 
Mr. Phillips discreetly disappeared. The baf- 
fled conspirators were left to nurse their 
wounds and wonder with ashen faces over the 
outcome of the affair. 

It was quick in coming. A statement in the 
town paper by Mr. Phillips made everything 
clear that had hitherto been mysterious. The 
parents of the implicated rascals had to settle 
for the fire, and their sons were hustled out of 
town, where for a long time they did not dare 
to show their heads. 

Now, with renewed hope and courage, the 
Lenox team prepared for the crucial struggle 
with Pawling, on which depended the cham- 
pionship of the High School League. They 
worked with such effect that, although they 
were not as strong as they had hoped to be 
when the great day came, they were still pre- 
pared to put up a desperate battle. 

Pawling came over with colors flying and a 
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band blaring, expecting to eat Lenox up. Their 
scouts had told them of the drawbacks Lenox 
had suffered, and Pawling looked for a 
demoralized team over which she could romp 
to victory. 

‘‘Coming in like a lion,’? murmured Rooster, 
as he noted the confident bearing of the in- 
vaders. 

“‘And going out like a lamb,’’ predicted 
Garry. 

It was a fight for blood from the first sound 
of the whistle. Pawling won the toss and 
elected to kick off. Rooster rushed the ball 
back to the Lenox thirty-five-yard line. 

Then, playing like those inspired, Lenox, by 
a series of savage line smashings, brought the 
ball down the field to the Pawling thirty-yard 
line. Here the Pawling line braced _ stub- 
bornly. 

Rooster dived between right guard and 
tackle for a gain of three yards. Nick made 
two more on the other side of the line. Ted 
was smeared for the loss of a yard. 

With fourth down and six yards to go, 
Garry dropped back, while Bill held the ball, 
and sent one of the prettiest of placement kicks 
soaring through the air. It floated along like a 
bird and arched gracefully between the posts 
for a field goal, scoring three points for Lenox. 

It was an auspicious beginning, and the 
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Lenox fans went wild, while shouts of ‘‘Gray- 
son!’’ ‘‘Grayson!’’ ‘‘Grayson!’’ rent the air. 

Again Lenox came booming down over the 
gridiron, passing one cross stripe after an- 
other and most of the time crashing through 
the Pawling line as though it were made of 
tissue paper. On it went and on until it 
reached the enemy’s ten-yard line. There, in 
the shadow of its goal posts, Pawling took a 
desperate brace. 

Bill hit the line for two yards. Nick plunged 
between left end and tackle and was thrown for 
a loss of one. Ted was more fortunate and ac- 
counted for four. On the fourth down a for- 
ward pass was tried, but Emerson, the Pawling 
fullback, smothered it and the ball went to 
Pawling on downs. 

Here luck, which all the afternoon favored 
the invaders, came to their aid. Winslow from 
behind the goal line punted for thirty-five 
yards. Nick carried it back three yards before 
he was downed and Lenox again set its face 
toward the enemy’s line. 

But a pass flipped to the right went astray 
and Borden, the left halfback of the Pawling 
team, plucked it out of the air. He turned the 
flank of the opposition and with almost a clear 
path before him started down the field. Be- 
hind him came the Lenox team, but Borden 
was going like the wind. Pete darted across 
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his path but was straight-armed and Borden 
raced on. Garry caught up with him and dived 
for him when within three yards of the goal. 
But the impetus at which Borden was going 
pulled them both over the line for a touch- 
down. 

Emerson kicked the goal and the score was 
7 to 3 in favor of the visitors. 

Now the Pawling stands were in pandemo- 
nium and the strident notes of their band could 
scarcely be heard above the frenzied shouts of 
the Pawling rooters. 

The quarter ended without further scoring 
and the panting warriors sprawled out on the 
ground for a minute’s rest. 

‘‘Well, Pawling’s holding the lead,’’ re- 
marked Rooster, as he wiped his streaming 
face. 

‘‘ And we’re holding the bag,’’ said Ted rue- 
fully. 

“Snap out of it, fellows!’’ Garry exhorted 
them. ‘‘Luck’s just kidding them along. 
We’ve got the stronger team. Look at the way 
we crumpled up their line. In the long run 
we’ll get our share of the breaks. We’ve just 
begun to fight!’’ 


CHAPTER XXV 
Garry SHows His SPEED 


Tuat Garry Grayson was right about the 
relative strength of the teams was shown in 
the second quarter. Lenox had the better of- 
fense and the stronger defense. Her line was 
playing superbly. Again and again on the off- 
tackle drive the Lenox linesmen charged their 
rivals off their feet. They opened up holes into 
which a truck could be driven. They tore 
through the Pawling wall with a fury that was 
at most times irresistible. 

The strain on Pawling’s secondary defense 
was terrific. Their backs had their hands full 
as they plunged forward to plug up the holes 
opened in the line. Lenox battered the tackle 
positions savagely, with the guards swinging 
in to form an interfering screen that swept the 
Pawling boys back time after time. 

And yet, although Lenox made first downs 
three times to their opponents’ one, they failed 
to score in that second period. Most of the 
game was in Pawling’s territory. But just 
when a touchdown seemed imminent the Paw- 
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ling line took a desperate brace, a forward pass 
was grounded, a ball slipped from the grasp 
of the carrier, and the work was to do all over 
again. 

Pawling was escaping by the skin of its 
teeth and was holding on for dear life. Twice 
she got a new lease of life at the very edge of 
her goal line and punted out of danger. 
Against a better team she was playing in luck. 

Mr. Phillips on the side line was meta- 
phorically tearing his hair as he saw the breaks 
of the game consistently favoring the visitors. 
Under ordinary conditions two touchdowns at 
least would have been scored for Lenox in that 
quarter. As a matter of fact, she scored none. 

A less courageous team would have been dis- 
couraged by the continued frowns of fortune, 
but Garry Grayson and his boys merely got 
mad, took another hitch in their belts, and kept 
doggedly on. 

‘‘Never mind, boys!’’ sang out Garry, as at 
the end of the half with the score unchanged 
the teams welcomed the fifteen minutes’ rest. 
““We’ve got their number, and they know it. 
Bad luck can’t keep up forever. Our turn will 
come. Just watch our smoke in the next quar- 
ter.”’ 

And that next quarter saw action on both 
sides. Garry’s boys started in with a power 
and determination that would not be denied. 
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They began a march down the field that this 
time brought results. 

Garry, Nick, and Bill hurled themselves 
through the line for telling gains. On the 
Pawling thirty-two-yard line Garry circled the 
Pawling right end for eighteen yards before 
he was brought to earth. 

In three successive stabs at the line Lenox 
netted seven yards and then Garry made a 
beautiful pass to Pete who caught the ball from 
an awkward position and hurled himself over 
the line for a touchdown, while the Lenox fans 
howled in delirium and the Pawling band kept 
discreetly silent. Garry kicked the goal. 

Now the tables had been turned, with Lenox 
on the long end of a 10 to 7 score. But it did 
not stay that way long, for luck once more 
came to the aid of the hard-pressed invaders. 

Pawling, receiving the kickoff, resorted to 
an aérial attack. A long forward pass was 
grabbed by Beck and carried to the Lenox 
forty-five-yard line. Here the Pawling team 
tried line smashing, but the Lenox line refused 
to yield an inch. Baffled at getting through, 
Winslow on the fourth down got off a kick that 
though short in distance was high in altitude. 
Rooster was all set for it on the twenty-yard 
line. It was so high, however, that the Pawling 
ends were on top of him as he clutched at the 
ball, and he was knocked endways. The ball 
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bounced from his hands squarely into Emer- 
son’s arms, and the latter scooted like a 
frightened hare across the line for a touch- 
down. 

Once more the scales had shifted and the 
score was now 14 to 10 in favor of the visitors, 
and at that figure it remained when the quarter 
ended. 

““Those fellows must have rabbits’ feet con- 
cealed about them somewhere,’’ grumbled Bill, 
as he strove to catch his breath. 

“‘Tf they have, we’ll take them away from 
them,’’ declared Garry, his eyes blazing with 
the light of battle. 

In the final period Lenox was praying for 
more time, while Pawling was praying that 
their line would hold against the ferocious at- 
tacks launched against it. 

By successive smashes on two first downs 
Lenox took the ball down past midfield, and 
three more plays saw her still going strong on 
Pawling’s thirty-two-yard line. Garry shot 
through like a bullet from a gun and gained 
ten yards. 

Two more jabs at the line, and then came a 
forward pass from Nick to Ted that brought a 
first down on the Pawling ten-yard stripe. 
But here the Pawling line braced. 

Nick was smeared for a loss of two yards. 
Garry went through for four, but Rooster was 
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halted in his tracks. With eight yards to make, 
Garry passed to Rooster, but Emerson, by a 
wonderful leap, knocked the ball down and 
again Pawling had escaped by a hairsbreadth. 
Beck punted the ball out of danger to the thirty- 
five-yard line and the work was to be done all 
over again. 

Now the Pawling boys were playing like 
demons with only four minutes left to play. 
Getting possession of the ball by a fumble, 
Emerson skirted the end and was downed only 
on the Lenox thirty-yard line. 

Only three minutes left now, with the Pawling 
rooters yelling their heads off and the Lenox 
partisans in the doleful dumps! 

After two attempts to smash the line had 
failed, Pawling tried a forward pass. Garry 
sprang into the air as though launched from 
a catapult, grabbed the pigskin, and started 
down the field. 

How he legged it! Never had he run so fast! 
His feet seemed winged! Rooster and Nick 
were giving him wonderful interference. 

The wind fairly whistled in Garry’s ears. 
Out of the corner of his eyes he saw Emerson 
launching himself for a spring. He slipped by 
him like a ghost. Beck was coming toward him 
on the right, but Bill went into him like a load 
of brick. Nick hit Winslow like a battering 
ram, and he went down with a thud. 
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Still on! The goal was coming nearer. But 
now he could hear the panting of hot breaths 
behind him, could almost feel outstretched 
hands reaching for him. 

On and on! Now the goal was only twenty 
yards away! 

Could he make it? He must make it! 

Fifteen yards! Ten! A hand grazed him. 
Five! ‘Then, with one tremendous effort, he 
launched himself into the air and slid over 
the line! 

Pete Maddern kicked the goal, and then the 
referee’s whistle blew. 

Lenox had won the game and the champion- 
ship of the High School League by a score of 
17 to 14. 

‘‘Grayson!’’ ‘‘Grayson!’’ ‘‘Grayson!’’ went 
up in a tremendous roar, as the frenzied Lenox 
rooters swarmed down over the field and 
hoisted Garry on their shoulders, parading up 
and down like madmen before they yielded to 
his laughing pleading and restored him to his 
rejoicing mates. 

It seemed to Garry that he would never 
know such a thrill again. Whether he did 
or not will be told in the next volume of this 
series, entitled ‘‘Garry Grayson at Stanley 
Prep.’’ 

The Lenox team had a great celebration that 
night, but this time the huge bonfire was built 
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in an open field far from any building. The 
boys were taking no chances. 

‘‘That run of yours to-day was sure a pip, 
Garry,’’ remarked Bill, as the weary and happy 
boys were wending their way homeward. 

‘‘You touched high water mark,’’ put in 
Rooster. ‘‘I doubt if you’ll ever show such 
speed again.’’ 

‘‘T can guess one time when I might,’’ re- 
plied Garry. 

‘¢When?’’ asked Nick. 

“‘Tf I were chasing Sandy Podder,’’ said 
Garry, with a grin. 
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Garry Grayson is a football fan, first, last, and all the time. But 
more han that, he is a wideawake American boy with a “gang” 
of chums almost as wideawake as himself. 

How Garry organized the first football eleven his grammar school 
had, how he later played on the High School team, and what he 
did on the Prep School gridiron and elsewhere, is told in a man- 
ner to please. all readers and especially those interested in watch- 
ing a rapid forward pass, a plucky tackle, or a hot run for a touch- 

own. 

Good, clean football at its best—and in addition, rattling stories 
of mystery and schoolboy rivalries. 


GARRY GRAYSON’S HILL STREET ELEVEN;; or, The 
Football Boys of Lenox. 

GARRY GRAYSON AT LENOX HIGH; or, The Cham- 
pions of the Football League. 

GARRY GRAYSON’S FOOTBALL RIVALS; or, The 
Secret of the Stolen Signals. 

GARRY GRAYSON SHOWING HIS SPEED; or, A 
Daring Run on the Gridiron. 

GARRY GRAYSON AT STANLEY PREP; or, The 
Football Rivals of Riverview. 


GARRY GRAYSON’S WINNING KICK; or, Battling 
for Honor. 

GARRY GRAYSON HITTING THE LINE; or, Stanley 
Prep on a New Gridiron, 


GARRY GRAYSON’S WINNING TOUCHDOWN 3 Of, 
Putting Passmore Tech on the Map. 


GROSSET & DUNLAP, Publishers, NEW YORK 
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